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with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 














Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you’ve been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
ke? your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe It to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 


our generous no risk offer. 








Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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wondertul issues LOOK WHAT YOU SAVE ON XMAS GIFT RATES! 


for the first subscription 
$3.00 you enter—you save 60c. 


50 for each additional subscription entered by the 
$2. same person during the current Christmas Gift 

season (until January 15, 19%54)—you save $1.10. 
RENEW YOUR OWN SUBSCRIPTION AT THESE SAME REDUCED 
RATES, TO BEGIN WHEN CURRENT ONE EXPIRES. Add $1.00 
extra for Canada and Pan-America, $2.00 extra for all other foreign 
postage. 


We mail a beautiful hand-signed Gift Card to arrive before 
Xmas. We'll send the beautiful Christmas Gift Card 
shown below, inscribed as you request, to each person you 
honor with this thoughtful gift. 








% Please send Gift Cards and annual TAN subscrip- 
tions to the persons whose names and addresses are 
listed below as my gift at Christmas. (In the event that 
any of these recipients already subscribe, send Gift 
Card now and enter subscription to begin when 
one expires.) 
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‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly works won- 
ders with chapped or dry skin: a thin 
coating adds to your natural skin oils. 
Dependable ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 
soothes as it helps to heal. Apply it to 


@ Work-sore hands—Apply before 
and after work. Soothes, relieves sore- 
ness. Makes clean-up easier, too. 


@ Babies’ tender skin—Just smooth 
on irritated places, especially where 
clothing rubs. 

@ Minor burns—It helps stop the hurt, 
and promotes quick healing. 


Get a jar today. 






ee 
Remember ‘Vaseline’ Hair Tonic and 
e'Vaseline’ Cream Hair Tonic for well- 
groomed hair that stays well groomed. 


VASELINE is the registered trade mark of the 
Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons'd 
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FIVE STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
NIN SO 8 n D les oa sl oo ee eS Ba pastas 


Married ten years, Ellie yearned for more excitement, but in seeking it, she found worse 
things than a husband without a sense of humor. 


oo on ke nae DAR canes 
The fact that he married his step-daughter after her mother died, set the town gossips’ 
tongues wagging, but Val knew something that they didn’t. 


ey I SPEED, oss 00a vc cee cove these bow wesesawane 
Twice Vic had been cheated—once by death and then again by Fate that sent him 
another man’s wife and then took her out of his aching arms. 


INI, sca Sn, - grass overs OaSRSIS SaaS whalers 
Stealing money from the church didn’t seem wrong to Jan because it was for the man 
she loved, but Pastor Jackson opened her eyes and her heart. 


I 3. wy nod vine diane he Wee el aaa San alin 
Making sexy advances to her son-in-law was the only way Lula knew to wreck her 
daughter’s marriage, but it wasn’t Eddie who was caught in the trap. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 


Ave Women Smarter Than Men?.... .... «......0.66.c:0:s-s00 dee vgiesinwece aR reer 
Willing to sacrifice her own marriage to save her younger sister from the town’s play- 
boy, Fay might have succeeded had she not overlooked one thing. 


EY eee By Robert Lucas 
One year after their much-publicized marriage, Pearl Bailey and Louis Bellson, Jr., 
just as any other young couple, are still much in love. 


The Love Life Of Twins .................... By Jean and Joyce Spence 


The dancing Spence twins are not only identical in looks and dress but even in their 
romantic lives there has been a certain similarity. 
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Cover Photo Of Pearl Bailey and Louis Bellson, Jr., by David Jackson 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 
EAR MRS. JACKSON: I am 25 


years old and have never been mar- 
ried, but I have a pair of five-year-old 
twins. Their father is a married man. 
Not many people know about the kids, 
but he is beginning to take them around 
his friends and it won’t be long before 
his wife finds out. 

After two and half years, he wanted 
the kids to call him Daddy instead of 
uncle. He is more than nice to them. 
After six years and no trouble, he sud- 
denly wants me to call his house in 
order to make his wife get a divorce so 
that he can marry me and then we can 
all have a home together. 

Shall I take his advice or shall I turn 
to some one else to be my children’s 
father? He said if I failed to call him 
he would take me to court for the kids. 

Red 
Dear “Red”: 

Don’t let the man frighten you into 
getting more involved than you already 
are. Take your problem to the Court 
of Domestic Relations and call his bluff 
right away. He will have to support 
the children and the chances are that he 
has no intention of marrying you even 
if he should get a divorce. The sooner 
you break off with him, the better off 
you will be. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

My father has been dead for ten 
years and now my mother is about to 
remarry. My sister and | are against 
this marriage. The man is all right but 
it just seems (Continued on Page 82) 
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New Mum with M-:3 
kills odor bacteria 


. stops odor all day long 








New Mum with M-3 destroys bac- 
teria that cause perspiration odor. 


Photo (left), shows active odor bac- 
teria. Photo (right), after adding new 
Mum, shows bacteria destroyed! 
Mum contains M-3, a scientific dis- 
covery that actually destroys odor 
bacteria . . . doesn’t give underarm 
odor a chance to start. 























Amazingly effective protection from under- 
arm perspiration odor — just use new Mum 
daily. So sure, so safe for normal! skin. Safe for 
clothes. Gentle Mum is certified by the Amer- 
ican Institute of Laundering. Won't rot or dis- 
color even your finest fabrics. 
No waste, no drying out. The on/y leading 
deodorant that contains no water to dry out or 
decrease its efficiency. Usable right to the bot- 
tom of the jar. Get Mum—stay nice to be near! 
For sanitary napkins — Mum is gentle, safe, depend- 
able ...ideal for this use, too. 

A Product of Bristol-Myers 
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Mas Milled. 


when they asked 
me to model... 


SAYS SANCSGIIT 





**Was I thrilled... and when our 
Department Manager said my 
smooth complexion passed the cam- 
era close-up, I thanked Black and 
White Vanishing Cream. Glad I 
listened to the professional model 
who advised me to use this won- 
derful cream as a make-up base.” 
Eleanor Pembleton 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Remove make-up with Black 
and White Cleansing Cream. 
Soften skin with Black and 
White Cold Cream. 35¢ each 


rl 


+K Yes, you can beautify 
your complexion the 
same way professional 
models do with Black and 
White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher, 
skin feels softer. 
@ For face powder that 
clings like mist, 
— = stays 


look for the name 
Black and White 






















GIVE YOUR EYES 


From out of the “ordinary”. . . into 
radiant new loveliness. That’s what 
MAYBELLINE does for your eyes—Mascara 
for longer, darker appearing lashes... 
Eyebrow Pencil for expressive brows... 
and Eye Shadow for a subtle touch of 
color. It’s so easy with Maybelline— 

just try it and see the difference ! f 










PREFERRED BY SMART WOMEN THE WORLD OVER 


MASCARA * EYE SHADOW x* EYEBROW PENCIL 





Letters To 


‘CRADLE SNATCHER’ 

In the September issue of TAN, Mrs. Helen 
Budd of Washington, D. C. wrote on the 
subject “Cradle Snatcher.” First, she says 
she enjoyed it, then she said she was so 
angry she could hardly hold her peace. Tell 
the young lady to make up her mind. 

Then she wants to know why people can’t 
understand that age does not make a differ- 
ence in people who are in love. I doubt 
whether people who are so much different in 
age ever fall in love, such as Father Divine 
and his young wife. 

The Bible teaches us that we should be 
evenly yoked. If she believes this, then she 
is bound to see that cradle snatching is com- 
pletely wrong. - For grandpa and_ grand- 
daughter do not think alike. Grandpa is 
thinking in the past and granddaughter is 
thinking of the present or future. 

Everett C. White 
Richmond, Va. 


EARTHA KITT 

I am a constant reader of your magazine 
and think it is the best book on the market. 
I enjoyed Eartha Kitt’s article in October 
issue, “The Man I Marry.” I do think she is 
correct and wise in her choice of a man be- 
cause, with her career, she would need a co- 
operative husband. 

I am sending her a letter. The readers and 
fans of our many entertainers should write to 
them and let them know that we appreciate 
them and are behind them 100 per cent even 
though, as Miss Kitt stated, we are not always 
present in the audience. 
Hannah Easterling 

Cleveland, Ohio 


JOE LOUIS 

I think that the article, “Who Will Joe 
Louis Marry?” in the September issue, is utter- 
ly ridiculous and a disgrace to your maga- 
zine. 

Don’t you think that if Joe Louis had mar- 
ried a dark skinned girl, or a black girl for 
that matter, he would have been happily 
married today? Dark skinned or black girls 
make good wives and mothers because they 
don’t take time away from home and duties to 
their husbands—to glamorize all day long as 
most of those mixed blooded persons you call 
light enough to pass. 

Anyone light enough to pass is a disgrace 
to the black race—because everyone knows 
that such persons have white blood in them, 
way back from plantation days. So it is noth- 
ing to be proud of. 

I am an attractive brown skinned woman, I 
am told, and Joe Louis wouldn’t interest me 
in the least for many reasons. You would be 
very much surprised to know how proud some 
dark-skinned girls are and how careful they 
are about whom they marry. 

I would suggest that Joe marry a black 
woman—or stay single. He has been tricked 


already. 
A Disgusted Reader 
Kingston, Mass. 


LA BOMMIE 

I like reading TAN because it has very 
good information in some stories. However, I 
want to comment on the story “Can A Girl Be 
Good In Show Business?” 

As a minister I feel that it is my duty to 
write this letter because, if it doesn’t help 
La Bommie, it might help some other woman 
who is thinking of doing the same disgraceful 
act before the eyes of the public. In my 
estimation it was far better that La Bommie 
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The Editor 


didn’t write the story than to write it and 
come up with such shameful pictures of her- 
self as the ones in TAN. 

How could any woman in her right mind 
think of disgracing herself this way and then, 
on the other hand, speak of her reputation? 
If she never acted immorally with any man 
this alone in itself is more than a disgrace in 
the eyes of the public. What else could she 
expect a man to do? People are not supposed 
to show their nakedness. 

I hope this letter will help some girl or 
some thoughtless woman to dress properly, 
stay out of men’s clothing and conduct her- 
self as she should; respect herself and others. 
It is impossible for anyone to have respect 
for herself and show off her nakedness to 


anyone. 
Miss J. B. McCants 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


I read the article by La Bommie. I want to 
say “sure, a girl can be good in show busi- 
ness if she tries,” but just like La Bommie 
said, it is a trying thing. 

I write this because I am with two girls in 
show business and they are now 20 and 17 
and still good girls. 

Mrs. Dollie Turner 
Savannah, Ga. 


JIMMY GRISSOM 


Jimmy Grissom’s story is a lesson to both 
men and women who act too hastily in matters 
of love, then live to regret it. Judging from 
his story he has realized his mistakes in love 
life too late, like many others. I hope that 
more young people will profit from his story 
as I did and I sincerely wish him good luck 
in the future. ’ 

I also agree 100 per cent with Miss Holley 
about Father Divine. Any stories printed 
about Father Divine, Daddy Grace and Proph- 
et Jones are just a waste‘of time. I am a 
Negro and very proud of being one. 

Miss Thelma Lee Charles 
Sioux City, Iowa 


I just want to make a correction about 
James Clemmons mentioned in “I Love An- 
other Man’s Wife” by Jimmy Grissom. He 
is a disc jockey here in Fort Worth on Station 
K.C.N.C. not in Dallas as stated and also is 
a dance promoter. 

Ardent Reader 
Fort Worth, Tex. 


THEY LIKE TAN 


I have just completed reading the Septem- 
ber issue of TAN and I want to compliment 
the staff for the outstanding work which they 
have produced, especially the true to life 
stories that were all very interesting to my 
associates and me. 

When we have completed our working day, 
the leisure time I have is devoted to reading. 
Keep up the good work and we will be look- 
ing forward to seeing the next issue on the 
newsstands soon. 

Sgt. James E. Turner 
Santa Ana, Calif. 


I have been reading TAN for six months 
and I am sorry that I didn’t start three years 


Every single brushing helps 
stop tooth decay. 
brushing stops bad breath 
all day! 





ago. 
It is the most wonderful magazine I think 
anyone can read. I ask for it before it comes 
out for the month. Keep up the good work, 
because you and your staff are doing a fine 

job. 
Mrs. Lucinda Bing 





Washington, D. C. 





The enzymes you have been hear- 
ing ee fant are formed by 
bacteria found in everyone’s mouth. 
When bacteria act on food you eat, 
their enzymes speed production of 
mouth acids. This causes tooth 
decay. Enzymes also help produce 
unpleasant mouth odor. 

Scientists now say that most tooth 
decay as well as bad breath may 
be stopped by checking bacterial- 
enzymes. That is the important 
fact in the anti-enzyme reports. 
And that is why you should use 
new white Ipana Tooth Paste. 


. Even one 


Product of 
Bristol-Myers f 


What are ENZYMES? Why should you 
fight them? Here are the facts 
—in plain language ! 


At all stores now—in same familiar package! 


IPANA WITH WD9 
DESTROYS ENZYME 


that cause decay and bad breath ! 









All Ipana now on sale contains 
enzyme-destroying WD-9. 

Brushing teeth regularly after eat- 
ing with Ipana coatalaing WwD-9 
removes acid-producing bacterial- 
enzymes that cause decay and bad 
breath. (Most dentists recommend 
this way of brushing.) 

Ipana with WD-9 is so effective 
that each brushing helps stop tooth 
decay—and stops most unpleasant 
mouth odor up to 9 hours. Even 
after smoking —and eating any- 
thing except onions and garlic. 
Get new Ipana with WD-9 today. 
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ALL IPANA NOW ON SALE 


CONTAINS ANTI-ENZYME WD-9 









FOR OILY SKIN 


is non-oily, 
ane greaseless. Lightens 
‘olper skin and lessens 
SSE shine. 75c and $1.25 


| 
i} 


is enriched with fine 
cosmetic oils. 60c and $1.00 


Has your phone quit ringing lately? Per- 
haps your complexion is to blame. Is it 
iark, dull and unattractive? Then for 
goodness sake, do something about it! 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 

r toilet counter. See for yourself what 

nillions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
see how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
nen look at you with new interest—and 
uses women to exclaim, ‘“‘How lucky 


New Nadinola Deluxe 


FOR DRY SKIN 
The original, famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream 





THE NICEST THINGS HAPPEN TO GIRLS 
WITH LIGHT, BRIGHT COMPLEXIONS! 


she is to have such lovely, light skin!” 

NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both are guaranteed to 
satisfy you completely or your money 
back. Get NADINOLA right away! 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 














“WHO ELSE WANTS TO BE 
BIG-STRONG-HEALTHY ?° 


“Mom wants me to be big ’n strong, so she gives me 


Scott’s every day.” Yes, Scott’s Emulsion helps young- 
sters develop a sturdy body, strong bones, sound teeth. 
It also builds resistance to colds, when they lack enough 





Vitamins A&D! It’s a “gold mine” of these 
natural Vitamins, energy building oil, and 
added minerals. 148,000,000 bottles used—it 
must be dependable! At all druggists. 


SCOTT’S EMULSION 
NATURAL HIGH ENERGY TONIC 


NUMBERS 


By Helen Sides 
ECEMBER is one of the months of 


the year when unusual prominence 
is given to the stars. It was the star of 
Bethlehem which guided the Three Wise 
Men to the place and spot where the 
Savior was born. In all celebrations this 
month, there will be some exhibit or 
reference made to the stars. 

The pattern of the planets for Decem- 
ber is keyed to support programs of 
veneration and widespread festivities 
which will be participated in by many 
people in many lands. 

It is well that each person line up his 
own plans and programs as nearly as 
possible in keeping with the friendly 
star currents. The flow of prosperity— 
and this includes employment—reaches 
such a volume that all who wish should 
find some type of employment which 
will provide them with sufficient income 
to be able to participate in the many at- 
tractive channels of entertainment and 
social activities available. 

The position of the planets shows a 
favorable emphasis for all birthdays. 
Many, of course, will be riding on the 
crest of a wave of prosperity. Favored 
will be those with birthdays from Feb- 
ruary 10 to 18, April 11 to 19, June 10 
to 19, August 13 to 21, October 12 to 
23 and December 12 to 21. 

In the case of the last group, it will 
be advisable to be fairly conservative 
in behavior from the 10th to the 14th, 
especially in the matter of money, con- 
tracts, travel and new ventures, includ- 
ing changing jobs. A new and depend- 
able outlook prevails for February 22 
to March 4 birthdays and for those 
with birthdays from June 22 to July 4 








and from (Continued on Page 51) 








































Y MARRIED life with Al Hibbler 

can be best described as life with 
“the man who came to dinner and has 
been occupying the seat at the head of 
the table since then.” It all began back 
in 1945 at a dancehall in Bridgeport, 
Conn. The members (female) of my 
set were all aflutter one night as they 
prepared to go to a dance at which Duke 
Ellington and his band were due to ap- 
pear. 

They were all avid record fans of 
Duke’s vocalist, Al Hibbler, and this was 
the first time they would see and hear 
him. 

I was full of expectation also, not to 
see Al, but to renew a friendship with 
Duke’s girl singer, Joya Sherrill with 
whom I attended school at Wilberforce 
University a few years before. 

Naturally, she introduced me at the 
affair to Hibbler and his first words 
were: “Gee, Joya, you didn’t tell me you 
knew such a fine chick.” I thought to 


how he proposed 


BY MRS. AL HIBBLER 





myself, “how funny can he be? Here’s 
a blind man who can’t see me, making 
such a remark.” 

I let it go as a joke and kept talking 
to Joya about our school days. Through- 
out the evening Al kept coming over to 
where we sat, asking me to have a drink, 
have a dance with him or when did I 
expect to be in New York and, if so, be 
sure to give him a ring. 

In 1948 I was working in New York 
at Fordham Hospital as a social worker 
and one night I invited one of my girl 
friends, Alice Clay to dinner at my 
apartment. She asked me if she could 
bring a male along with her and I said 
yes. You could have knocked me over 
with a feather when in she strolled with 
Hibbler. 

She later confided that he had asked 
her several times to bring us together 
at dinner or some kind of date. Fol- 
lowing the meal at my house he phoned 
a few times (Continued on Page 82) 


ALKA- 
45744: 


a 
for Speedy 
HEADACHE 
RELIEF 


this faster relief from a head- 
ache. Actual clinical tests prove the 
system absorbs more of the pain- 
reliever faster from ALKA-SELTZER. 
Gentle—soothes your ——_ too! 


FIRST AID for 


ACID INDIGESTION 
COLD DISCOMFORTS 
MUSCULAR ACHES 
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[ WIDE SHOES~ 


“Support Your Arch in Style” 
Widths C to EEE, Sizes 4 to 11 
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SYD KUSHNER 
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Willing to sacrifice her own marriage to save her younger 


sister from the town’s bachelor playboy, Fay might have 


succeeded had she not overlooked one little thing. 


iy WAS ONE of those discussions over 

cocktails where one word leads to an- 
other and the first thing you know, ev- 
erybody’s shouting, trying to present his 
pet theories on the subject at the same 
time. The argument, good-natured but 
lively, started from an innocent remark 
I happened to make regarding the age- 
old controversy, male vs. female. 

I hadn’t meant to touch off such a 
heated debate but once it got started 
I was right in there with the others, mak- 
ing circles in the air with my cigarette 
to emphasize my arguments. 

Finally, Johnny held up his hands in 
surrender. “We’re just wasting our time, 
men,” he said. “We all know that a 
woman will have the last word.” 

“There! That proves it,” I said tri- 
umphantly. “That’s what I’ve been say- 
ing all along!” 

Johnny leaned over and patted my 
cheek. “I said the ‘last’ word, Fay, 
darling,” he said smoothly, “not the 
most important or the decisive word!” 

I could have scratched his eyes out, 


slapped the smug smile from his devil- 
ishly handsome face. But those were 
things one didn’t do in polite society and 
all I could do was join in the laughter 
that marked the end of the discussion. 
There was more to my irritation than 
Johnny’s off-hand dismissal of my opin- 
ions, and it had nothing to do with the 
fact that two years ago I’d been head 
over heels in love with him. 

No, not in love—infatuated. And as I 
glanced around Lydia Small’s lavishly 
furnished living room I could count at 
least half a dozen other women who had 
succumbed to Johnny’s charm. I had 
eventually come to my senses, and so had 
all the others because we were happily 
married now, respectable young matrons 
and devoted wives. 

No, the reason I was raging inwardly 
at the tall, good-looking newspaper editor 
was not because he was paying me no 
more attention than he did any of his old 
flames. It was the way he had been 
hovering over (Continued on Page 76) 





Amazing New! 


YOUNG FORM BRA 


Smooths Away ‘Spare Tire’ Roll! 


Have you had the common bra problen— 
comfort but not support ... or fit, but not 
comfort? Then here is the “bra” for you! 
Proper fit, correct support, complete com- 
fort and a lovely bosom line—all in one 
brassiere and at a remarkably low price. 
Fine Detail + DIAPHRAGM CONTROL 


Smooth, fine long-wearing broadcloth, with 
wonderful under-bosom support and “lift” 
in the semi-circular bands stitched inside 
the bottom half of the cups. A center panel 
with the same unusual stitched bands pro- 
vides and maintains correct 
separation. A marvelous elastic 
band comfortably firms and 
. smooths away a “spare-tire” 
roll. It fastens at the side, just 
the way you want it, with an 
adjustable closing. Beautifully 
made, with dainty, flirty lace 
wencany By around; 1." ? shoulders. Bust 

sizes 34-56. Cups B 
You risk nothing. Order ite. Wear your 
“Young Form” Bra for 10 days. If you are 
not simply delighted just return it for a 
refund. Bust sizes 34-44 $2.98. 

bp Sizes 46-56 $3.98. 





$998 10 DAY TRIAL FREE 


The S.).Wegman Co. 
35 Wilbur FT Lynbrook WY 


Send me my ‘Young Form’ bra by return mail. 
if | am not 100% deligntes after 10 days FREE 
TRIAL 1! may return it fer prompt refund of the 
full purchase price. 
How many........ Bust size. Cup 
Send C.0.D. | will pey postman on oan 
plus a few cents postage 


Dept. 290-y 


1 enclose payment. The s. 4. Wegman Co. will 
pay postage. Same money-back guarantee. 





My advice to mothers 
of children 
with ECEMA oe 


My daughter’s arms and hands 
broke out and itched so bad I had 
to bandage her hands to keep her 
from scratching the blood out. 
lhe doctor said she had eczema. 
I had heard so much about Black 
and White Ointment, I decided 
to try it. In just a short while 
my child was relieved. I’d like 
to recommend Black and White 
Ointment to all mothers who 
have the same problem.” 


Mrs. Rosalie Long 
Far Rockaway, N. Y. 





Quer $1 Million Packages Sold 


If you suffer itchy misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple ringworm — use 
famous Black and White Ointment 
today. 25¢, 60¢, 85¢ sizes. Cleanse skin 
daily with Black and White Skin Soap. 


GET 
FAST 
RELIEF 
TODAY 
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It’s easy to be SURE! 


New Vanishing Cream Deodorant Proved 
1 TIMES MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRYand ODORLESS 


Rub it In—Rub Odor Out... 3. Gives 1% times more security! 


Doctors’ tests prove Arrid, when used daily, 
Rub It In—Rub Perspiration Out is 114 times more effective than any other 
SED DAILY, Arrid gives you a new kind of 


leading deodorant tested. 
4. Safe for clothes. Safe for finest fabrics. 
bbedia a 5.A pure, white, stainless vanishing 
am deodorant, now contains magic new cream. Safe for normal skin. 
PERSTOP. Just rub Arrid in—rub odor out. Rub 


{ b irati Rub Arrid i 

Arrid in—rub perspiration out. Rub Arrid in 

laily for this exclusive 5-way protection: use ARRID than any 
1. Prevents the appearance of under- other deodorant ! 


n perspiration, with the super-effective 
Don’t be HALF-SAFE. 


antiperspirant action of PERSTOP. 
2. Removes oder from iration in- 
rd Use ARRID to be sure! 


tantly, surely, on contact. 








A43¢ 


plus tax 















THE 
RECORDS 





By James Goodrich 


OLEMAN HAWKINS, the veteran 

tenor sax stylist, is not as hot on 
recordings today as he once was but he 
is still turning out some very listenable 
sides. An example: his recent coupling 
for Decca of The Song from Moulin 
Rouge and Ruby, two current ballad 
favorites, with stellar backing by the 
Paul Neilson orchestra. Both tunes are 
neatly handled by Coleman in the easy 
fashion for which he is famed. 

Hawkins, or “The Bean” as he is best 
known to jazzmen, actually executes as 
well now as he ever did, though with 
somewhat less soul than of old. How- 
ever, that’s only to be expected from the 
venerable saxist. For he currently is 
rounding out more than three decades 
as a jazz performer and naturally has 
lost some of his vigor for attacking a 
song. 

Coleman started recording back in 
1921 when ragtime was in vogue, play- 
ing with Mamie Smith’s Jazz Hounds. 
He was then just beginning to develop 
a style. Within a few years, he had 
come along fast enough to join the old 
Fletcher Henderson band. That was the 
big break for him. He went on to be- 
come a topflight star in the group. 

With Henderson’s band for about 10 
years, Hawkins was headlined on many 
of the aggregation’s finest recordings of 
that time, among them the sensuous 
classic, Why Couldn’t It Be Poor Little 
Me? and the (Continued on Page 74) 


























Tondelayo 





Peg Leg Bates 





Faye Adams 


By Dan Burley 


y= HIS RECORD, Tiptoe, daily zooms higher in 

nationwide sales, tenor sax wizard Eddie Johnson 
once of Louis Jordan’s band, remains in Chicago’s 
Municipal Sanitarium, a TB patient who may never blow 
his horn again. “We haven't had a hit like this since 
Willie Mabon did ] Don’t Know,” said Leonard Chess, 
whose firm put the Johnson opus on wax. The instru- 
mental buzz-bomb was the last recording by Eddie be- 
fore he was stricken. 

Meanwhile his wife, Claire, had a hospital ses- 
sion that interrupted her career as a model. Back 
in 1931-35, Johnson sang tenor in a trio made up 
of Englewood High School’s Leroy Winbush, today 
art editor for Johnson Publications, and Jimmy 
Jones, guitarist. Jimmy, who later turned out to 
be a topflight pianist, was accompanist for Sarah 
Vaughan until he was floored by TB and placed 
in Brooklyn’s King’s County Hospital. 

But Eddie keeps remembering the miraculous come- 
back staged several years ago by “Mr. Tenor Sax,” Ar- 
nett Cobb. The big Texan was considered as good as 
dead, but just look and listen to him now! 

* * * 

First name of one-legged dancer star Carolina-born 
Peg Leg Bates is Clinton. He’s the son of a school teacher 
and the richest of all the crippled hoofers . 
the greatest of the physically handicapped dancers: the 


. . Among 


late Big Time Crip, Little Jesse James and todays one- 
arm, one-leg sensation, Crip Heard . . . Folk blues re- 
cording stars Brownie and Stick McGhee are brothers 
and both play guitar. 

Harlem night club emcee and comedian Nipsy Russell, 
who goes with the lease at the Baby Grand, was a U.S. 
Army Lieutenant, speaks nine languages fluently; has 
read the Bible all the way through 13 times; was slated 
to be a preacher after he returned to his native Atlanta 
following V-Day, but chucked the idea when a bunch of 
fellows on a Hilliard St. corner had a spasm of laughter 
after he told his version of the “Farmer’s Daughter” 
yarn. 

* * * 

Oo-bop-she-bansters Babs Gonzales, and King Pleasure 
have been carrying on a running feud over which is the 
greatest bop vocal stylist . . . "Twas Babs, whose Oo 
Papa Da became the first big singing hit, who slyly re- 
vealed Pleasure’s most sacred secret. “His real name,” 
said Babs who carries a bagful of red pepper in his 
pocket to discourage physical assaults upon his wan 
(Continued on Page 46) 


frame, “is Clarence Beeks.” 














Works Directly 
On The Color 
In Your Skin 


Don’t miss out on romance and 
happiness because of dull, dark 
skin. Use wonderful Black and 
White Bleaching Cream. Direct 
bleaching action goes right into 
the layer of your skin where skin 
color is regulated, to help you have 
shades lighter skin that’s softer, 
smoother, more radiant. Enjoy a 
new beauty glow! 


START 7-DAY TEST TODAY! 


Use Black and White Bleaching 
Cream for one week. See how the 
fellows who never noticed you 
before give you that important 
‘‘second look’’! Only 35¢, 60¢. 


BLACK 4x0 WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Induce HYPNOSIS 
/ pn a TO-EYES 
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“The best hypnotic instrument ever devised,” 
says professional. New sensational hypnotic 
chart makes hypnotism easy and simple to master 
in just a few short hours. People will envy and 
respect your astonishing ability to control and 
commond. Be a masterful entertainer. Chart 

and instruction book mailed postpaid 
in plain wrapper. Absolute 10-day 
money-back guarantee. 
Send now to: Dept. T-113 Riek J +10) 4. 1D @-18olc] 
PORTLAND 4, ORE 





HYPTO-EYES 








DRUG STORES 


45c¢ and 
75c¢ SIZES 
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v WAY—Hummingbirds 
LDING—fBells of Joy 
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XQUISI TH eo M aig with 
KKLIN RE <ESTONES K. 
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Snake Bracelet, FREE—Flash. 
IRTHMONTH R to match. 
NO MONEY. Send ring size 
Birthmonth. Only $7.95 on de- 
ee Ww tax and! postage. 
) Guarantees 


BRACELET 
IDEAL CO. , Opt. Tc-5¢ =" 
BOX 232, MAD. SQ STA, N.Y. 10, WY. 7° 9795 











It’s wonderful the way 
Chewing-Gum Laxative 
acts chiefly to 


Here's the secret millions of folks 
have discovered about FEEN-A-MINT, the 
modern chewing-gum laxative. Yes, 
here is Why FEEN-A-MINT is so wonder- 
fully different. 

FEEN-A-MINT is different because you 
chew it. It’s different, too, because it 
removes mostly waste—not good food! 

You see, FEEN-A-MINT does not work 
in the stomach, where food is being di- 
gested. That’s why it does not take 
away a lot of the good food you need 
for energy 

Doctors know that FEEN-A-MINT works 

hiefly in the lower bowel... removes 
mostly waste, not good food! 

So to feel like a million, do as mil- 
lions do. Chew delicious FEEN-A-MINT... 

ud be full of life and energy! Get 
-MINT! 25¢, 50¢ or only 10¢. 


@ Feenamint 





TEEN 
TALK 


By Jane 


ee WAS bubbling like a tall glass 

of soda pop as she described Tony, 
the sharp boy she met at a party the 
night before. He was a real live dream 
man, she told me, real swoon stuff. Not 
only was he a smooth dancer and a good 
conversationalist, but he was a keen 
dresser with a fine frame to drape the 
drygoods over and he had a sweet per- 
sonality to sorta accelerate a girl’s heart- 
beat. 

“But I guess I won’t see him any 
more,” she said sadly, the effervescence 
suddenly gone. “After all, he’s probably 
met lots of girls who were just nuts 
about him. What chance have I got 
against them?” 

Trying to be helpful, I suggested in- 
viting him to the party she was having 
the next week. 

“How could I?” she wailed despair- 
ingly. 

“Why, just tell him that you’re hav- 
ing a few friends over to a party, and 
that you’d like him to come and join 
the crowd. That is the best reason any- 
body could offer.” 

“Hmmm,” mused Anne. “He’d just 
think I was chasing him. Or maybe he’d 
be too busy. Or maybe he’d promise to 
come, and then not show up at all. He 
probably wasn’t interested in me. . 
may not even remember my name.” 

So, without even giving the young 
man a chance to know her better, Anne 
marked the whole thing off as a lost 
cause. She could have been right, of 
course, about Toby. He might have for- 
gotten her name, he might have been 
too busy to show up, he might have 
thought she was chasing him. On the 
other hand, he might have been de- 
lighted to attend her party, perhaps 
looked forward to just such an opportu- 
nity as this to get to know her better. But 
Anne would never find out. She just 
didn’t have enough confidence in her- 
self to try. 


Walters 


Like the silly old painter of cartoon 
fame who always shellacs himself into 
a corner and cannot get out, Anne al- 
ways placed obstacles between herself 
and whatever it was that she wanted to 
reach. Some people grow up doing this, 
and the result is that they never get 
anywhere at all in life. 

May Alice is a good example of this 
kind of person. She had a good high 
school education, but year after year 
she kept plodding along in the same old 
job because she felt she couldn’t hold 
another. She once thought of taking a 
civil service examination for a govern- 
ment job, then convinced herself on the 
way to the examining center that she 
would certainly flunk. Result: She got 
off the car, crossed the street and 
boarded another streetcar headed for 
home. 

Joyce is like May Alice in her lack 
of confidence, but she shows it in an- 
other way. Most kids who know Joyce 
think she is aloof and snobbish. Actu- 
ally, the poor little robin is scared, 
frightened to death that if she is friend- 
ly, she will be rebuffed. 

Sometimes, by just taking off the 
blinders and giving the world a long, 
brave stare, we can frighten off the 
bogies who are frightening us. That is 
what a distinguished Negro professor 
whom we met some years ago had to do 
before he “found” himself. As a kid, 
he found all the cards were stacked 
against him. 

He was born in a part of the country 
where the only future the average Ne- 
gro could hope for was to become a 
waiter or a porter or a chauffeur for 
the rich white element thereabout. But 
he was a spunky critter, and refused te 
let the world get the best of him. He 
worked—as a waiter, a porter, and a 
chauffeur, saved his money and went 
to college. He was the first young man 
from his little (Continued on Page 75) 
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AT LAST! 2 of the most famous hair and scalp conditioners scien- 
tifically combined in one amazing formula! More wonderful “i 


than plain SULFUR . . . than plain LANOLIN formulas! Contains 


) a 


astonishing new, easier to absorb, faster-acting ‘‘Super-Sulfur’’! 
No ordinary hair dressing gives you such thrilling benefits! 


“A 


STARTS wor« INSTANTLY TO RELIEVE 


THESE 
3 BIG 


(Money back guaranteed if 


You'll thrill beyond belief! Your hair looks invit- 
ingly softer, longer, thicker, smoother, healthier 
and more lustrous too, when you use Sulfur-8! 





HAVE YOU GOT the hair and scalp misery “blues”? Do you 
suffer ... suffer ...suffer... from dry, brittle, coarse-and- 
frizzy looking hair ... from unsightly loose dandruff . 
from uncomfortable, embarrassing “‘dry scalp” itching? 
Then chances are your hair and scalp are begging for a 
real “conditioner”! No pomade, no grease, no mere hair 
dressing can possibly give you such swift, thrilling, scien- 
tific relief as Sulfur-8, a real hair and scalp conditioner. 
Think of it! Just by using as directed, Sulfur-8 starts to 
work instantly to relieve these annoying “big three” hair 
and scalp problems: “dry scalp” itching .. . dry, brittle 
hair with split, cracking ends; and ugly, loose dandruff, too! 
At the very same time, Sulfur-8 gives your hair that 
smoother, longer, healthier look! Makes it glow with lus- 
trous new beauty! And, you'll find your hair is now so much 
easier to manage! 
So the sooner you go to your drugstore or cosmetic 
counter and get Sulfur-8 . the sooner you’re going to 
see these heart-warming miracles in your mirror! 





NOW ... MIRACLES OF SCIENCE AT 
YOUR FINGERTIPS! 


For hundreds of years, sulfur has been 
recognized for its valuable “conditioning” 
effect on the scalp and hair. But now 
Sulfur-8 brings you a new scientific mar- 
vel ...“SUPER-SULFUR” ...a special 
kind of sulfur that’s easier to absorb and faster-acting than 
plain sulfur! 

Sulfur-8 out-shines plain lanolin formulas, too... because 
it’s also so rich in lanolin! Medical authorities say nothing 
resembles your natural hair oils more closely than lanolin. 
So you’ll be tickled pink with the way Sulfur-8 quickly sup- 
ge oils destroyed by the drying-out action of abusive, 

arsh treatment. And you’ll bless the day you started using 
Sulfur-8 when you see your hair shimmering and shining 
brilliantly . . . looking so smooth, glossy and thick! 

Yes, when you open your jar of grand and glorious 
Sulfur-8 ... the miracles of science are truly at your finger- 
tips! 











THERE’S ONLY ONE SULFUR-8 
with Super-Sulfur and Lanolin 


What a sensation you'll create ... when you step out and 
show your friends your beautiful looking hair! You’ll be 
showered by compliments! Attract admiring glances! But 
remember, if you want the wonderful three-way scientific 
conditioning of new SUPER-SULFUR, plus the wonders 
of a truly lanolin-rich formula . . . you must ask for 
Sulfur-8! You cannot expect such effective results from any 
mere hair dressing, oil, grease or cheap pomade .. . or from 
ordinary lanolin formulas. 


*Use Sulfur-8 as directed. MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE. 
If not delighted, return empty jar for money back. 





HAIR AND SCALP TROUBLES! 


not completely satisfied) 


© “Dry Scalp” itching! 
@ Dry, brittle hair and split, cracking ends! 
© Ugly, loose dandruff! 


What Men Find Most Exciting About Women 
Any man will tell you smooth, soft, glossy hair is the key 
to charm and personality. Lustrous, gleaming hair excites 
a man’s admiration! They love to caress and stroke silky- 
smooth hair! Are aroused by longer-looking, thicker-look- 
ing hair! So don’t be cheated out of fun and romance by 
dull, dead-looking dry hair .. . loose dandruff ... or 
“dry scalp” itching. Remember, Sulfur-8 starts to work 
instantly to relieve all three, when used as directed. 
RAVE NOTICES 

“Am tickled pink with what “I am a registered beauty cultur- 
Sulfur-8 has done for my hair.” ist. Sulfur-8 certainly helped my 

Bloomingburg, Ohio hair. Most customers ask for it.” 
“Hair improved so many ways. 
Looks soft and glossy.” 

Austin, Texas 


SULFUR-8 


HAIR AND SCALP 
CONDITIONER 


Made by the makers of 
GLOSS-8 PRESSING OIL 
and SULFUR-8 SHAMPOO 


SEND NO MONEY! ORDER BY MAIL 


if druggist doesn’t carry or is out of stock 


SULFUR-8, DEPT.T5312,1310 Bedford Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Please rush my big 2 oz. jar of Sulfur-8. I will pay postman 
only $1.10 (plus postage and tax.) If not satisfied, I may 
return jar for my money back. 


NAME 
ADDRESS. 
CITY. 























ried ten years, Ellie yearned for more". 


that there are worse things than a 


husband without a sense of humor. 





“You're not a fallen woman and’ q 
not sorry | kissed you. FT enjoyed it, 








BANGED down the wine glass and snapped, “Is 

this your idea of a celebration?” 

Steve looked at me oddly. “Ellie, would it have 
made such a difference to go to a smoky nightclub 
and get pushed around on a dance floor the size of a 
dime, and .. .” 

I blazed at him. “Yes, it would! This is our tenth 
anniversary and my thirtieth birthday. I bought an 
exciting strapless evening gown I'll probably never 
wear and a new bottle of perfume, and . . .” 

He smiled. “You’re cute.” 

I blinked back angry tears. Cute! I didn’t want to 
be cute; not any more than I wanted to be settled 
and sensible. I couldn’t put it into words but for a 
long time now I’d been feeling peculiar—bored and 
restless. It was a gloomy feeling. 

The anger rose in me. “You could have taken me 
out this one night.” 

“Oh baby,” Steve groaned. “Here we go again. 
But just for the record, didn’t I ask you what you 
wanted to do tonight? Wasn’t I willing to struggle 
through a night out and. . .” 

“That’s just it,” I interrupted hotly. “It’s such an 
effort for you to take me out.” 

“Honey,” he drawled. “We’re growing up.” 

“We're not growing up,” I blazed. “We’re grow- 


ing old.” 





Later, as I lay in the dark beside Steve, I felt de- 
pressed to the point of melancholia. I knew he was 
perfectly satisfied with our kind of life and he 
couldn’t, or wouldn’t, understand my discontent. I 
didn’t really understand it myself. 

Funny, but I hadn’t minded the monotony of our 
existence until recently. This morbid restlessness had 
taken hold of me right after the Thompson couple 
had rented the house next door. They were the first 
couple who had interested me in a long time. 

I had tried to explain to Steve a number of times 
that we needed new friends, but he shrugged off all 
my arguments. That night I made up my mind that 
there would have to be some changes made and it 
was up to me to make them. 

The next morning I invited the Thompsons over 
for bridge. Steve went along with the plans but his 
heart wasn’t in it. He was actually elated when his 
relief pharmacist got sick at the last minute and I 
had to call the whole thing off. 

I was furious and wanted some kind of revenge, 
so when the Thompsons suggested I go out with 
them, I jumped at the chance. 

That evening I was entertained lavishly. Cocktails 
and dinner at the most expensive restaurant in town 
—then to the playhouse, and later we stopped at the 
club. I came home feeling (Continued on Page 69) 












One year after their much-publicized mar- 
riage, Pearl Bailey and Louis Bellson, Jr., 
just as any other young married couple, 
are still very much in love and planning 


a rosy future. 


BY ROBERT LUCAS 


HEY SAID it wouldn’t last, but one year 

after the trans-Atlantic cables flashed word 
of the Pearl Bailey-Louis Bellson nuptials in 
London, the most publicized marriage in show 
business is still going strong. 

In fact, the Bellsons are looking ahead to the 
future, much as any other young couple. Their 
plans include moving to Las Vegas, Nevada, 
building a home there, and perhaps starting 
some business enterprise. 

But most important, they are both determined 
to hold onto the happiness they have found to- 
gether in the past twelve months. 

It was the interracial aspect of their marriage 
that was played up in the headlines reporting the 
event a year ago November 19th. However, 
those who predicted marital trouble on that 
score have been proved wrong. 

“We don’t have any problems,” Miss Bailey 
told a reporter for a wire service last March, 
“everybody’s been wonderful.” Observing that 
the public seems to have taken her “romance to 
heart,” the sultry songstress added: “Every place 
I’ve gone, people congratulate us. People like a 
love story, I guess.” 

Whatever marital stresses and strains they 
may have encountered are the same ones that 
peril any show business marriage—the hectic 
pace, the conflicting schedules, the long separa- 
tions. 

“So far, we’ve been lucky in matching our 
schedules and we’ve been able to work together,” 
says Bellson, the slim, intense drummer. “Other- 
wise, things start going haywire. It’s been 
proven that people associated with show business 
can break up a marriage.,We don’t want that to 
happen to us!” 

Recalling the few times when he and Pearl 
worked separately shortly after their return to 
this country, Bellson says: “We were spending 
all our money on long distance calls. We couldn’t 





eat or sleep and we both got sick.” 

For her part, Miss Bailey insists: “Being mar- 
ried is fun when you're in love with a man who 
thinks a lot like you do and enjoys the same 
things. It’s that way with Louis and me. We 
never grow tired of each other’s company and 
we see each other practically 24 hours a day. 
That, to me, is the best proof that two people are 
properly mated.” 

Their present plans call for spending much 
more time together than the average husband 
and wife who happen to be in show business. 

“But don’t get me wrong,” Miss Bailey hastens 
to add, “neither Louis nor I intends quitting 
show business. Show business has been good to 
me, and Louis has musical talent he hasn’t even 
used yet. So we'll both be around for as long as 
the public enjoys the entertainment each of us 
has to offer. It’s just that we’ve decided to give 
ourselves a chance to live the leisurely, routine 
existence of normal human beings.” 

Miss Bailey believes that this is the private 
dream of every couple in show business. Sooner 
or later, they promise themselves, we’ll settle 
down and enjoy life and each other’s company. 
“The trouble is, most of them wait until it is too 
late,” she observes sagely. 

“Business men, once they get established, take 
time out to play golf and take life at a slower 
pace. Why can’t show people? They keep putting 
it off and wind up never doing the things they 
really want to.” 

The Bellsons aren’t taking any chances. 
They’ve given up their cozy little Greenwich Vil- 
lage apartment and will head West to find suit- 
able land in Las Vegas. “We're determined to 
build a home out there even if Louis has to 
apply for a GI loan!” Miss Bailey says emphati- 
cally, but jestingly. 

That, of course, is merely an indication of 
how strongly they feel about the course of life 


Happy smiles are in order as Pearl and Louis clink glasses in a marriage toast with Happy couple drink champagne toast to- 
uke Ellington, Bellson’s former bandleader boss. Bellson a top percussionist, was a 
feature for several years with Duke, quit shortly after his marriage to Pearl. 


ey have mapped out for the future; 
ancially, they are in an excellent po- 
ion to make their dream a reality. Be- 
veen them they have some $50,000 
rth of work scheduled for the weeks 
ead. 
1 addition, Miss Bailey’s recording 
lt Takes Two to Tango—“My first 
ally big hit,” she says proudly—is 
inging in sizable royalties. She has 
t cut two new sides on the same kick. 
s for Bellson, a top-flight percus- 
nist, he is in constant demand for re- 
ling dates with name bands. In addi- 
to arranging, he has been doing 
| with his original compositions. The 
man Granz “Jazz at the Philhar- 
ic” group recently recorded two of 
s’ numbers, one of them entitled 
ton Hall, after the famous London 
sistry office where he and Pearl were 
i ied. 
The decision to go after the things 
want “while we're still young 
ugh to enjoy them” is not the result 
any conflicts or disappointments 
ving out of their year-old marriage 
he progress of their respective ca- 
lhe newly-weds were able to work 
same spots most of the time, with 
son doing a single featuring his 
mming. 
\lthough Miss Bailey professes that it 
kes her nervous working with Louis 
the bandstand behind her, she con- 
1es to rate rave notices wherever she 
ears. At Chicago’s Regal Theatre a 
ear box office record was smashed 
ng the appearance of the unit that 
luded Miss Bailey, her husband, and 
e Ellington. 


gether shortly after their civil wedding a 
year ago at London’s famed Caxton Hall. 


Although Pearl and Louis look forward to a normal do- 


mestic life in one of their own, they have no intention 


of quitting show business as long as public wants them. 


The trade paper, Billboard, comment- 
ed last March, “Ciro’s (in Hollywood) 
needn’t worry about the box office with 
its present headliner, Pearl Bailey. Her 
steady local following among the bistro 
set was amply rewarded by her half- 
and-half offering of mischievous patter 
and song. For 45 minutes and three en- 
cores Miss Bailey played to generous 
mitting.” 

And the Hollywood Reporter said of 
the same engagement: “Pearl Bailey is 
back on the Sunset Strip, her warm 
manner, her roguish style and her gen- 
uine talent nightly bringing loud plau- 
dits from her enchanted listeners at 
Ciro’s.” 

If anything, her marriage has not 
only boosted her as an attraction, it has 
proved mutually beneficial for the Bell- 
sons. Broadway columnist Earl Wilson 
noted that “Pearl Bailey and husband 
Louis Bellson don’t want to be billed as 
‘Bellson & Bailey,’ claiming ‘It sounds 
like a circus,’ ...” And without ex- 
ploiting public curiosity about their 
marriage, the husband and wife team 
has rolled up impressive records wher- 
ever billed. 

Yet, the past few weeks have been a 
quiet, stay-at-home period for Mr. and 
Mrs. Bellson. During August, they drove 
West on a vacation, traveling leisurely 


and enjoying the sights. Once in Las 
Vegas, according to the Hollywood Re- 
porter, “The Louis Bellsons (Pearl Bai- 
ley) have been recluses on the Westside 
for the past two weeks, resting and see- 
ing nobody .. .” 

Returning to New York, they followed 
the same quiet, domestic routine. “Some- 
times we get in the car and drive out to 
the race track,” relates Miss Bailey, 
“never taking more than thirty or forty 
dollars. Just relaxing. We go to the 
show a lot and of course there’s tele- 
vision.” 

Miss Bailey is an ardent Brooklyn 
Dodger fan and dotes on TV westerns. 

“I'm tired of staying up in night 
clubs until 4 a.m.,” she remarks. “Who 
needs it?” 

“I’m tired of trunks and packing 
cases,” she adds. “I’ve got thousands of 
dollars worth of clothes, but I don’t 
even have room in our apartment to 
hang them properly.” She has a huge 
closet jam-packed with fabulous gowns, 
including those created for her by the 
famous Don Loper. When the singing 
star placed the order for 17 Loper cre- 
ations, Louella Parsons noted: “The bill 
is astronomical, but the gowns are gor- 
geous.” 

“IT want a house with plenty of closet 
space,” Miss Bailey continues, describ- 





Miss Bailey, in characteristic singing 
stance, uses hands freely, is known by 
them as well as by her sultry vocal delivery. 


ing her dream house. “I’m tired of Pull- 
man kitchens. When Louis and I drove 
West on our vacation we’d pass houses 
where we could see families seated con- 
tentedly at the dinner table. That’s for 
me! I’m going to have a kitchen large 
enough to move around in, where I can 
serve up the good home cooking Louis 
loves so well. 

“I don’t want a mansion, just six 
rooms or so.” 

OR TWO PEOPLE who love to get 

comfortable and relax, the Bellsons’ 
tastefully furnished New York apart- 
ment is not adequate. And the third 
member of the family, a huge boxer dog 
named Mr. Reilly, makes the place seem 
even smaller. 

Besides the spinet piano and other fur- 
niture, the living room includes a small 
three- octave pump organ. “Louis is 
teaching me to play,” Miss Bailey ex- 
plains. “The organ is small enough to be 
carried around and I practice in my 
dressing room wherever I happen to be 
appearing.” 

On the wall hangs a series of three 
photographs that capture the expressive 
qualities of Miss Bailey’s hands, and on 
the mantel of the fireplace stands a 
trophy presented to the Bellsons by 
youngsters of a community center in 
Brooklyn. 

A visit to their apartment is usually a 
delightfully informal occasion. Miss 
Bailey is apt to be barefoot and dressed 
in comfortable attire, a holdover from 
her visits to Las Vegas—“It’s a wonder- 
ful place. You don’t have to wear shoes 


a 


Bride and bridegroom laugh gaily as they leave Caxt 
and popping photographers’ flash bulbs. Singer clutches marriage certificate as clari- 
netist (l.) tootles away on a lively tune. Newspapers described wedding as “real gone.” 


or dress up to entertain guests or go 
places,” she says. 

Her husband loves to wrestle with Mr. 
Reilly, a gift to Miss Bailey from the 
owner of a night club where she set new 
attendance records during her engage- 
ment. Bellson is the quiet type, not at all 
voluble nor extroverted as some musi- 
cians. One gets the impression that he is 
the embodiment of the old adage, “Still 
water runs deep.” 

The move to Las Vegas will fit in per- 
fectly with his plans for his career. With 
a solid and extensive background as a 
professional musician, he has some very 
definite ideas about the profession. Out- 
lining his idea for a big band in Las 
Vegas rather than touring with one, Bell- 
son observes, “Big bands often die their 


own death on the road—they lose men, 
run up big deficits. It’s just not profit- 
able. 

“T have some ideas I’d like to try out 
and I think Las Vegas is the place. It’s a 
progressive town. I’d like to build a re- 
cording studio there. Then, there’s my 
writing and also recording dates in Los 
Angeles, which is only 300 miles away.” 

There is no denying that the slim, re- 
tiring musician is not as loquacious as 
his wife, but he has very strong opinions 
about his role in the partnership. “Any- 
thing I do will be on my own, not on the 
strength of my wife’s name,” he declares. 
“T’ve done it before and still can do it.” 

When a Broadway producer ap- 
proached Miss Bailey to star in a revival 
of Cabin in the (Continued on Page 46) 


Although bridegroom’s father was vigorously opposed to interracial marriage, Bellson’s 
mother, Mrs. Carmen Bellson, took a much more liberal and practical view and smiles 
approval as she joins couple at table at Chicago’s Blue Note where son was appearing. 
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“I’m big enough to resent the way mother treats 
me,” she pouted. “The way she keeps me away 
from home, you'd think I had some dreadful ; 
disease.” “ 
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When Val married Oretha, he never dreamed that he would 


be accused of having eyes for her daughter, but after 


taking a second look, he was pleased with what he saw. 


“T MARRIED the girl, what more do 

they want?” I demanded, glaring 
out the curtained window at a group of 
my neighbors as they passed the house. 
They had their heads together, whis- 
pering, and nosy old Mrs. Carter was 
so busy craning her neck she tripped 
over the broken sidewalk. 

I chuckled grimly. “Serves her right, 
the old busybody!” I muttered. Turn- 
ing back to Tom Akins, I waited for 
an answer to my question. He avoided 
my glance, carefully breaking off the 
long ash on his cigar into the tray be- 
side him. 

“What is it, Tom? Why is everybody 
gossiping about Ellen and me?” I asked. 
“Or is this a case where even a man’s 
best friend won’t tell him?” 

Tom shifted uncomfortably on the 
divan. “I’m your friend, Val. You 
know that,” he protested. “Only—well, 
you know I don’t put any stock in com- 
mon gossip. And neither should you!” 
he added sharply. 

“Don’t hand me that!” I exploded. 
“In a town like this, where everybody 
knows everybody else’s business, gossip 
can ruin a man’s reputation overnight. 
Believe me, that’s the only reason I 
want to know what they're saying 
about me.” 

Tom lifted his head and his shrewd 
eyes studied me from behind his horn- 
rimmed glasses. “You're either the 
best actor in the world, Val, or you’re 
as innocent as a new-born babe!” he 
said finally. “I’m inclined to think you 


really don’t know.” 


“Know what?” I insisted impatiently. 

“Take it easy,” he said, getting up 
and going to the sideboard in the din- 
ing room. “How about a drink?” 

I nodded and somehow managed to 
control my curiosity until he had poured 
the drinks and returned to his seat. I 
downed mine in one greedy gulp. “Well, 
let’s have it, Tom.” 

He sipped his drink slowly. “You‘re 
a newcomer to Central City, Val, but 
you've been here long enough to know 
that, despite its size, it has all the fea- 
tures—good and bad—of a small town,” 
he began. “People here accepted you be- 
cause you started up a nice little busi- 
ness and they saw you were an ambi- 
tious, hard-working fellow.” 

“But something turned them against 
me,” I cut in. “Was it my marriage to 
Oretha?” 

Tom shook his head emphatically. 
“Oretha was well-liked in this town. 
She’d been a widow for a long time, 
Val, and when you came along, all of 
us were glad to see that she was finally 
going to get a little happiness out of 
life.” 

I paced the floor in front of him, 
pounding a fist into my open palm. “I 
don’t claim that I was a perfect hus- 
band,” I muttered, “but by Heaven, I 
did my darnedest to make her happy! I 
know Oretha was happy until—” 

“Until Ellen came home 
school?” 

I shot Tom a quizzical glance, but 
his expression told me nothing. I re- 
flected a moment. Yes, Tom was right. 
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The trouble between Oretha and me 
started when my step-daughter arrived 
from the girls’ boarding school where 
she had spent the past three years. 

Ellen had been away when her 
mother and I married. When she fin- 
ished school I had hoped the three of 
us would settle down into a peaceful, 
happy family routine. But it didn’t 
happen like that. 

| puffed nervously on my cigarette. 
“IT suppose my marrying Ellen caused 
a lot of talk,” I said, “but it’s not the 
first time a man has married his step- 
I could almost read Tom’s 
thoughts. “She’s of age,” I declared 
defensively, “and I’m only 40. I’m not 
an old man.” 

“J guess it was only natural that 
Ellen should turn to you after her 
mother died,” Tom said soberly. “She’s 
a lovely girl and I for one don’t blame 
you for doing what you did, Val. But 
some people think it strange, the way 
things happened—” 


daughter.” 


“Meaning?” 

“They suspect you weren’t too un- 
happy to have Oretha conveniently out 
of the way.” 

It took a moment for the full mean- 
of his words to sink in. I could 

stare at him, too stunned for 
speech. “Don’t get me wrong, Val,” 
fom said, standing up and laying his 
hand on my shoulder. “I know it was 
an accident, but—” He shrugged. “May- 
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keep that room locked 
5 out? Don’t you 
: room!” 


be you unconsciously wanted it to hap- 
pen. Maybe—” 

“Get out!” I knocked his hand away 
and moved toward him threateningly. 
“You and the rest of this snooping town 
can go straight to hell!” I shouted 
angrily. “It’s bad enough that every- 
body’s putting bad mouth on me for 
marrying Ellen, but when they say I 
had something to do with her mother’s 
death—” 

“Nobody’s accusing you of anything, 
Val! You asked me a question and I 
tried to answer it honestly,” he said 
evenly. 

I put my hand to my head and sank 
to the divan. “Do you think Ellen has 
heard any of the talk?” I asked broken- 
ly. “Does she think I married her just 
to cover up some foul deed—some un- 
speakable crime?” 

“Why did you marry her?” Tom 
asked. He observed my sharp glance 
and hastened to add, “I’m asking as 
your friend. Of course, if you don’t 
want to talk about it—” 

All the anger suddenly drained out 
of me, leaving me a confused middle- 
aged man full of doubts and fears. For 
the first time since coming to Central 
City, I felt the urge to tell my story. 
It was more than an urge; it was a 
positive need. In fact, I felt that I 
would burst if I didn’t release the 
pressure that had been building up in- 
side me ever since the day Oretha walked 
into my life. 


The fact that he married 
his step-daughter after her 
mother’s death had set the 
town gossips’ tongues wag- 


ging, but Val knew something 


that they would never know. 


“Sit down, Tom. I’ve got to get this 
off my chest,” I told him. “All I ask 
is that you don’t judge me until after 
I’ve finished. Fair enough?” 

Tom didn’t answer, but his firm grip 
on my arm as he took a seat next to me 
was reassuring. I felt confident that 
he would listen with an open mind and 
not judge me too harshly, even though 
the story I was about to tell was as full 
of fantastic, incredible elements as a 
tale of fiction. 


HAD ARRIVED in Central City 

four years before with my life sav- 
ings of several hundred dollars, no 
definite plans for the future—and a 
severe case of asthma. The last attack 
I had suffered had frightened me into 
taking the doctor’s advice to seek a 
more favorable climate. Central City’s 
hot, dry weather was made to order. 

So after 36 years of quiet, unevent- 
ful living, I pulled up roots and set- 
tled in a new place. The people were 
friendly enough, but kept their dis- 
tance as if waiting for me to prove my- 
self. Tom Akins was the first real 
friend I made in my new home. 

Being the town’s most prominent 
lawyer, Tom was the person I sought 
out for advice on business matters. It 
was through his guidance that I was 
able to build a profitable hauling com- 
pany from the (Continued on Page 52) 
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Twice Vic had been cheated—once by death and then again 
by Fate that sent him another man’s wife and then, without 
warning, took her out of his aching arms. 
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o, Herbie” she said in a low, firm 

?m through! You’re.on Your own © 
leaving here—but not tith you!” 
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ERBIE WAS no good, I kept telling myself. Sure, he’d run 
into some tough breaks, but if he had been half a man he’d 
never have gotten into such a mess. | picked up a fresh cigarette, 
dragged long and deep on it, then resumed my nervous pacing. 
Yeah, the guy was a dope for placing Sara in such a position in 
the first place. What had he ever done for her? Nothing! What 
could he ever do for her? Not a blessed thing! 
I glanced at the clock on the mantel—quarter to nine. She had 
said she’d come at nine. I checked the ice cubes in the thermos 





Vic was sure that he could be a better husband to Sara than 
lerbie was, but it never dawned on him that he actually was 


in love with a memory that would not die. 


jar, the newly-opened bottle of Scotch, 
the glasses—and of course, the candles. 
There had to be candle light to give the 
proper romantic touch to the scene. 

Then I went back to thinking about 
what a shiftless, unworthy character 
Herbie was, and how he didn’t deserve 
a swell girl like Sara. It was like beating 
a dead horse, but I had to keep repeating 
all the bad things I knew about the guy. 
It helped salve my conscience. You see— 
I planned to steal his wife that very 
night! 
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I guess I knew that it would happen 
sooner or later, knew it from the very 
first time I laid eyes on Sara. It was a 
chilly, wind-swept night when she stum- 
bled into my drab, lonely life. The sea- 
son was over and the little resort town 
was practically deserted. I didn’t mind; 
| liked it that way. I’d become almost a 
hermit in the two years since Vernice 
had died and I hated the laughing, care- 
free guests who swarmed over the beach 
and countryside for four months of the 


year. 


When they left, I had the lake to my- 
self and I could wander alone along the 
dirt and gravel roads where Vernice and 
I had strolled hand in hand so many 
times. 

I lived in the past. Those all-too-short 
months I had shared with my wife were 
the happiest I had ever known. By re- 
maining aloof from the rest of the world 
I could relive each precious moment. 
Even the heartbreaking scene where she 
lay dying in my arms while the doctors 
looked on helplessly had become a cher- 
ished memory. 

All the pain was gone; only the image 
of her face, made even more lovely by 
the mysterious disease that was taking 
her from me, remained vividly etched 
in my mind. 

Yet, even her fatal illness could not 
alter her sweet, unselfish character. I re- 
member how she looked up at me with 
pain-dulled eyes, bravely smiling, and 
said, “I want you to promise me some- 
thing, Vic.” 

I dropped to my knees beside the hos- 
pital bed. “Anything! Anything you 
want, darling,” I promised. 

“After I’ve 
Her lips quivered, but she did not falter. 
“T want you to marry again.” 

“Never! I love you,” I said, my voice 


after it’s all over...” 


hoarse with agony, “and there'll never 
be anyone else!” 

She shook her head feebly. “Some day, 
someone will come along.” She reached 
out a pitifully thin hand and clasped 
mine in a fierce grip. “Don’t you see, 
darling? We had our happiness 
nothing can take it away from us, ever! 
When she comes along. . . try to make 
her happy, too.” 

Her fingers gripped mine convulsively, 
she sighed, and then she was gone. 

Life ended for me, too. At least, the 
part that meant anything. I moved up 
to the small cottage where Vernice and 
I had spent our honeymoon, and with a 
little work, fixed it up so I could live 
there the year "round. 

I made a pretty good living by rent- 
ing row boats and canoes on the lake 
and running a livery service between 
Lake Arrowhead and the county seat. 
What I made during the busy season 
was enough for me to live comfortably 
the rest of the year. 

Arrowhead was virtually a ghost town 
by the time fall set in. The long nights 


of solitude were welcome occasions for 
me, times when I could parade my mem- 
ories without fear of interruption. There 
was a closet full of Vernice’s clothes and 
every corner of the house contained a 
photograph or some other memento of 
the past. 

On this particular night, snugly shel- 
tered from the raw October weather out- 
side, I sat in front of the fireplace with 
an album of snapshots across my knees. 
I heard a slight noise out on the porch, 
but taking it to be the sound of some 
wild animal seeking refuge, I gave it no 
further thought. Then I heard the timid 
rapping on the door. Before I could 
move to answer it, knowing it was a 
stranger since we never locked our doors 
up there, the door flew open as if pushed 
by a gust of wind—and there she stood! 

I stiffened all over, but my heart was 
pounding like a trip hammer. | think I 
was even a little scared at that moment 
because of the uncanny feeling that 
gripped me. I was too practical-minded 
to believe in reincarnation; the only ex- 
planation was that I must have been 
dreaming. 

“Vernice!” I said, half aloud. 

In the dimness, the girl appeared to 
be the living image of my dead wife! 
She wore a rain-soaked slicker several 
sizes too large and her hair was plastered 
to her head in damp ringlets. She drew 
back at the sound of my muffled outcry. 

“We're in trouble!” she said. “Can 
you help?” 

I laid aside the album and went over 
to her. “You look bushed,” I told her. 
“Better sit down and tell me about it.” 

She ran the back of her hand across 
her forehead. “No,” she said stubbornly, 
“he’s still out there—lying in the ditch! 
I’ve got to get back to him.” 

I went to the kitchen and poured a 
drink and brought it back to her. “Here 
—drink this,” I ordered. I forced the 
glass into her hand. “Noy tell me exactly 
what happened. Who’s this ‘he’ you say 
is out there?” 

“Herbie—my husband,” she said, and 
for the first time her voice choked with 
emotion. Then she quickly downed the 
drink, grimacing with distaste, and sat 
down on the bench near the glowing 
fireplace. “The road was slippery . . . 
we took a curve too fast, | guess.” | 
saw her close her eyes and shudder. “The 
car hit a tree and Herbie was knocked 
out. I couldn’t (Continued on Page 65) 
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Stealing money from the 


church didn’t seem wrong to 
Jan because it was for the 
man she loved, but Pastor 
Jackson opened her eyes and 


her heart. 

















“Pastor Jackson,’ I said, 
‘ : 

your miracle has worked ei? 
on the thief. | am _ the 
thief!” 
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OR YEARS, you can go along living 

at the very height of respectability. 
The lessons you learned at a mother’s 
knee, the environment which surround- 
ed you in your home, in Sunday School 
can guide your every thought and ac- 
tion. Then, suddenly, like the blitz of an 
atomic bomb, a new, exciting tempo 
comes into your life, scatters every con- 
cept of decency, destroys every moral 
principle and leaves you shuddering in 
your own shamelessness, naked of all 
the good things you’ve ever learned, 
afraid even to look in your own mirror. 

This happened to me. I lived twenty- 
five years, a model in my community, 
the kind of girl pointed out to other 
girls by their parents as an example. 
Then along came a strange, destroying 
emotion which drove me almost out of 
my mind, made me defy everything I 
knew to be right, made me sink to the 
lowest depths. 

Reverend Jackson has left me alone 
here in his study, left me alone to think 
and pray, to face myself and the mon- 
strous crime I have committed. If I 
didn’t know that he was right outside 
somewhere in one of the rooms of the 
parish house, I think I might try to run 
away, run away somewhere where I 
could never again see a face I knew or 
hear a voice I recognized. 

Any minute now, he will come back 
and with him will be the police. There 
will be searching questions, grilling 
questions. When it is over, I know 
they will take me off to jail. And they 
will go to find Walter to put him in jail 
also. 

Strange, I have no bitterness against 
Walter. If I’d never met him, I wouldn’t 
be in this miserable mess. But then it’s 
not so strange, for I am every bit as 
much to blame, as he. I tried to take the 
short cut to love and happiness. And 
when you take a short cut, often you 
lose the right road for good. Still, I 
wonder what my life would have been 
without Walter. Maybe it would have 
been the way he predicted—that night 
on the Young (Continued on Page 56) 
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Spence twins, Jean and Joyce, peer out expectantly as a male visitor comes to pay a call. Chances are that unless the visitor is par- 
y observant, he will not be able to tell the twins apart, may wind up taking them both out on a date, much to their amusement. 


dancing Spence twins are not only identical in looks and dress but even in their 


mantic lives there has been a certain similarity which might be considered uncanny. 


OTHER day in St. Louis, as we 
e strolling down the street, mind- 
own business, we were ap- 
hed by a young man who obviously 
reat deal more nerve than com- 
sense. 
ich one of you,” he demanded 
“can’t have babies?” 
didn’t sock the young man nor did 


we lose the benefit of our Cleveland, 
Ohio, Sunday School training. After 
twenty-seven years of going about look- 
ing like two peas in a pod, we are used to 
all sorts of ridiculous questions. It didn’t 
surprise us to know that there are people 
who still cling to the old theory that au- 
tomatically one twin must be unable to 
have children. 


It would have surprised the young 
man to know that we are both mothers, 
that one of us even gave birth to a set 
of twins. 

Our lives so far have been proof 
enough for us that so many ideas about 
twins are cockeyed; the idea for instance 
that all twins resent each other, that they 















find it virtually impossible to find true 
ove, that their tastes in love partners are 
so much alike that it leads to trouble and 
‘sometimes deceit and double-crossing. 
We suppose that there are twins who 
Jive in a constant state of upheaval and 
unhappiness, warring against each other 
in a sly, bitter way, but with us it’s been 
different. 

One of these days at a night club or 
‘theatre in your town, you'll see our names 
on the marquee—we hope. And if you 
are kind enough to come to see us work, 
‘you'll observe the almost perfect har- 
fmony with which we move across the 
stage, going through the movements of a 
somewhat higher form of strip tease. 
That harmony which characterizes our 
act is symbolic of the way we live, the 
"way we've lived ever since we first saw 
the light of day together. 

The birth of twins in a family usually 
causes amazement, often creates alarm. 
Aside from the obvious anxiety parents 
we about feeding and clothing two 
when they expected only one child, there 
are a number of causes for concern. 
Maybe the children won’t be as bright 
_as they ought to be. Perhaps their per- 
| sonalities will get lost in each other’s. 
| Possibly, their health will be affected be- 
“cause their existence stemmed from one 
_and the same egg. 

If all these considerations crowded 
into the minds of our parents, they got 
over worrying about them quickly. We 
were always wanted and loved and we 
always knew it. There was never any at- 
mosphere of great anxiety over our well- 
being, the kind of anxiety which makes 
you not sure of yourselves. Aside from 
being proud of us, our parents were care- 
ful to treat us as normal, average chil- 
dren, not as curiosities. 

It’s a good thing that they did because 
home was the only place where we 
weren’t treated as if we were straight 
from a large circus. When we were old 
enough to know what the words meant, 
we had become thoroughly sick of the 
same question over and over again. 
“Are they really perfect twins?” 


































Our annoyance at this didn’t make us 
unhappy about being twins, however. We 
were proud that we looked alike, thrilled 
to be able to dress alike and kept pretty 
busy thinking up different ways to have 
harmless fun in our twin-ness. 

Imagine our delight at the ages of 
twelve when a pair of gorgeous little boys 
—twins too—moved into our neighbor- 
hood. They were a year younger than we 
and as shy as they could be. Not us. The 
minute we laid eyes on them, we knew 
that Fate had sent them along. The only 
trouble was that they didn’t seem to 
know this. Every time they came any- 
where near us, they would take to their 
heels and fly away in the opposite direc- 
tion. 

At first we contented ourselves with 
laughing merrily at the terrified little 
boys but one day we decided all this was 
getting us nowhere. So when the boy 
twins took off down the street, we took 
off after them. We were always swift on 
our feet and we cornered them a couple 
of blocks away. 

“Why are you afraid of us?” we cho- 
rused. 

They looked down at their feet, twist- 
ed hands in their pockets and at the first 
opportunity, took off again. But we 
didn’t have to worry. We had broken the 
ice. The next day they carried our books 
home. 

It was all very pleasant while it lasted, 
but it didn’t continue too long—this new 
friendship of ours. Those boys certainly 
had us fooled, thinking they were bash- 
ful. Once they got the idea that we 
weren’t to be feared, they began to show 
signs that they were much too advanced 
for their ages in matters of romance. 

When they decided that there were a 
few basic biological experiments they 
would like to make with us some after- 
noon after school in an abandoned old 
automobile, we agreed that it was our 
time to do the running. After that, we 
were rather more distant friends. 

Our romantic experiences as we grew 
up pretty much followed the pattern of 
the short-lived encounter with the boy 
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twins. We liked the same kind of people, 
the same kind of qualities in people and 
whenever there was a boy-friend who 
wanted either one of us to like him, he 
soon found out that he’d have to win the 
approval of both of us or forget about it. 

More often than not, there’d be one 
boy friend taking the two of us out on a 
date if the other twin was foot-loose and 
fancy-free at the moment or didn’t hap- 
pen to have a date. We never have been 
unfortunate enough to fall in love with 
the same man, but we have encountered 
several men who thought they could 
sneak around and go with both of us at 
the same time. 

Once we played a New York City en- 
gagement and Joyce began getting a 
great deal of attention from a wealthy 

































Dancing together since 1947, Joyce and 
Jean have become warm favorites with 
night club patrons. 
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In hotel room, Joyce helps Jean with coiffure before they leave for theatre where they are 
ippearing. Twins were once unable to get accommodations in same hotel and arrived at 
theatre just in time for their act only to discover that they had different hair-dos. 


Joyce and Jean, with their look-alike costumes and routines, 


have confounded not only night club and theatre audiences, 


but occasionally, some of their best friends. 


ung Harlem undertaker who fancied 
himself God’s gift to Negro women. Ev- 
ry night after the show, he was at the 
tage door waiting for Joyce. He show- 
ed her with expensive flowers, wined 
ind dined her at the city’s finest spots. 
Joyce let him know very plainly that 
she didn’t want any strings along with 
his fabulous courtship. She liked him 
well enough to go out with him, but both 
f us have always been very fair about 
not becoming obligated to men when our 
ntentions aren’t serious. Several times 
yung Lothario took both of us out. One 
vening Joyce went straight home from 
the theatre with a headache. 
Jean,” the New Yorker suggested, 
there'd be no harm in our taking in one 
e clubs would there?” 


So Jean was his date that night and 
the undertaker, who had been acting only 
the part of the sister’s boy friend before 
this, began offering his terrific line to 
Jean, telling her all the same pretty noth- 
ings he’d been telling Joyce. He tried the 
old divide and conquer technique. 

“You girls may be twins, Jean,” he 
said after the fourth martini, “but I can 
tell you apart. You know why? Because 
you're the prettier of the two. Why don’t 
you give me a break?” 

Jean gave him a break all right. She 
held off his warm advances successfully. 
The next night the two of us had dinner 
with Friend Undertaker. His eyes opened 
wide with amazement when Jean said 
casually: 






“Joyce, did you know that he thinks 
I’m prettier than you and that it’s really 
me he wants to go with?” 

You think that was a dirty trick? 
Well, we think he had it coming. We 
must say he was a good sport about the 
whole thing, however. He sent us twin 
bunches of American Beauties on closing 
day with a note “to the twins who are 
just as pretty as each other.” 

Maybe that undertaker was being 
guided by all he’d heard about twins be- 
ing jealous of each other and this might 
have led him to believe that we would 
cheat on each other. Or maybe he had 
some of the queer ideas which a lot of 
people seem to have about the morals of 
twins being different from the morals of 
other people. 

Then again, it might have been that he 
thought that all girls who “take it off” 
onstage—strip artists and burlesque 
dancers—have a yen to continue their 
performance between shows with every 
eligible and financially attractive man 
they meet. 

Whatever his idea was, it didn’t work 
with us—and it never will. We’re much 
too close to each.other to ever do any- 
thing to hurt one another. 

If one of us has a cold, the other one 
has a cold or, you can bet your money 
the other one will contract one in a mat- 
ter of hours. 

Very often Jean will say: “Joyce, I’m 
not feeling well. You’d better see a doc- 
tor.” Or it sometimes works the other 
way around. 

When we were married (we are di- 
vorcees now) we became pregnant six 
weeks apart. 

We have headaches together. 

Of course, this sympathetic feeling 
doesn’t go to the great lengths to which 
some people feel it goes. We’ve had 
strangers ask us if one of us could feel a 
blow struck the other. That just doesn’t 
happen, but we’re sure of one thing. If 
one of us was miles away from the other 
and something became seriously wrong 
with one, the other would know it imme- 
diately. We’ve never been separated long 
enough to prove that, but it’s just some- 
thing that we sense. 

Our children are just as close as we 
are. Joyce has a ten-year-old girl, Juyce 
Ann. I have a boy, Charles. They are 
inseparable. 

There has been a great deal of curios- 
ity among the folks who know us about 
our marriages. Jean married first—a 
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year anda day before Joyce but Joyce 
was divorced first. All four of us had 
been schoolmates. 

Sometimes our husbands couldn’t even 
tell us apart. We got a great deal of 
amusement out of the fact that one of our 
husbands (Jean’s) continued for weeks 
bringing all his money home straight to 
Joyce when we were both pregnant. He 
didn’t know the difference for quite a 
while. 


UR MARRIAGES were happy for a 

while. The biggest blow came when 
Joyce gave birth to twin girls who didn’t 
live. 

We are both convinced that our being 
twins had something to do with the 
breakup of our marriages. Joyce’s hus- 
band, for instance, seemed to be very 
jealous of the fact that we were so close 
and had so much influence over each 
other. It takes a very rare man to under- 
stand and to deal with that strange magic 
power which twins exercise together. He 
almost has to marry both the girl he 
loves and her sister in order to make 
things work out right. 

Another interesting thing about our 
marriages was the reaction of our chil- 
dren. We found that we could nurse each 





Backstage at theatre, Spence twins engage in a bit of horseplay with 
singer Sonny Til of the Orioles quartet who was on same bill with 
them. Both have been married and later divorced. 





other’s children and get away with it. 
The babies didn’t know the difference. 

When they were nine or ten months 
old, we decided they had found out how 
to distinguish between us. Then one 
day we decided to change our clothes 
(around the house we didn’t neces- 
sarily wear the same clothes). When we 
changed, Joyce’s baby wanted to go to 
Jean and Jean’s baby wanted to go to 
Joyce. 

Some older folks have been just as 
confused as those babies. We’ve been 
making tours with the Ruth Brown-Ori- 
oles package recently. Alec Sharpe, the 
Orioles’ high tenor (who has enough 
flesh to be twins himself) became very 
friendly with Jean in a buddy sort of 
way. He’s a bug on poker and whenever 
he’d win money in a game, would bring 
it to Jean to hold for him. One day Alec 
barged into the dressing room, saw 
Joyce standing there alone and demand- 
ed abruptly: 

“Give me five dollars girl. I want to 
eat.” 

Joyce knew nothing about the money 
Jean was holding for Alec and was 
amazed of course. Alec became very im- 
patient, thinking he was talking with 
Jean and that she was holding out on 











him. It was hours before that one got 
straightened out and it was hilarious 
while it lasted. 

Just recently, Joyce and Charlie Har- 
ris of the Orioles became engaged. Char- 
lie walked into a theatre dressing room 
in Detroit, saw Jean with her back to 
him, ironing a costume, and planted a 
kiss smack on the back of her neck. Jean 
looked at the man as if wondering 
whether he had lost his mind. It was the 
amazement on her face which let Charlie 
know he had made a big mistake. 

“My gosh,” he stammered. “Don’t you 
dare tell your sister.” 

It happened again at the Apollo in 
New York and that time, Joyce, finding 
out about it, put her hands on her hips 
and said: 

“Look, darling, you’ve been knowing 
us long enough now to keep these mis- 
takes from happening.” 

Charlie hasn’t messed up again since 
then. 

Being twins and in show business can 
cause some of the darnedest mixups. One 
night we took rooms in separate hotels 
because accommodations were at a pre- 
mium. Usually, we dress and make up 
for the show together. But, not being in 
the same hotel (Continued on Page 47) 






Dressed identically, even to jewelry and wearing hair in same 
style, twins get big kick of mock bewilderment registered as 
their dates pretend to try to tell who is Jean and who is Joyce. 
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MEINE IS A STORY which every mother should 

read. For, while many women who love their 
children dearly, will not be willing to admit it, very 
often the thing we call mother love can be as vicious 
as it can be wonderful. 

I ought to know. For, up until a year ago, I had 
the fantastically mistaken idea that anything a 
mother does for her child is right; that the end justi- 
fies the means. And believe me, I went the limit in 
defense of this idea. In fact, being honest with my- 
self, I realize now that I, Lula Jones, went beyond 
the limit of decency in a fanatical attempt to “save” 
my daughter. 

Trying to “save” her, I came pretty close to wreck- 
ing three lives. I brought tremendous unhappiness 
into her marriage, came close to corrupting my fine 
son-in-law and drove myself to the brink of insanity 
and immorality. 

It’s a tough story to tell because the part I played 
was anything but pretty. But they say that if you can 
talk about a wrong you did, you have come a long 
way toward making certain it will never happen 
again. For that reason and also because I want to 
shock into common sense some of those mothers who 
think as I did that you can get away with anything 
as long as you think it is being done for a good 
cause, I am going to tell my story—the story of how 
I tried to use my personality, my charm and the 
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thing they call sex appeal to break up my daughter’s 
matriage. 

There is a reason for every thought and action in 
life. No, I’m not trying to find an alibi for the sin I 
committed—for it was certainly a sin. But, in order 
to understand the twisted road of reasoning which I 
traveled in order to arrive at my detour from de- 
cency, you’ve got to know the way I felt about Nancy. 

I think the babies who are loved the most are those 
who come to a couple late in life, long after they have 
decided that they are going to go through their mar- 
ried careers childless. It was that way with Peter and 
me. We were very much in love. We had the basic 
things in life which usually make married people 
happy. 

Working together, side by side, he in the post 
office and I at a small but thriving gift shop, we had 
saved money, furnished our small apartment with 
everything we felt could make it comfortable and 
beautiful. We had a car, a modest bank account and 
a large, warm circle of friends. 

But we were unhappy. The cause of our unhappi- 
ness was something we never discussed. We had 
stopped discussing it after the day we visited Dr. 
Logan; the day he told us: “There’s no obvious rea- 
son you should continue a childless couple. Organi- 
cally, you are sound, normal individuals. There’s no 
way of telling, in cases of this nature, what the rea- 





While outwardly approving her daughter’s marriage to Eddie, Lula inwardly determined 


to break it up but her efforts came dangerously close to wrecking three lives. 


I turned my lips up to his and said tensely, 
pleadingly, “Nancy will never know, Eddie, 
if you kiss me.” 








Making sexy advances to her son-in-law was the only way 


Lula knew to wreck her daughter’s marriage, but it wasn’t 


Eddie who was caught when the trap was sprung. 


n is that a child hasn’t been conceived.” 
Dr. Logan had smiled at us then, an 
nderstanding, sympathetic smile. 
You know, we doctors often refer pa- 
nts to specialists. I’ve had numerous 
uses like yours and there’s only one spe- 
alist I can recommend. He’s the Great- 
st Physician of them all. There’s nothing 
in do for you scientifically. I suggest 
at you pray to God for a child. Maybe 
will answer your prayer.” 
[hen the interview was over and— 
1dly—Peter and I had left his office. On 
he way home we had attempted to make 
ht conversation, each one of us work- 
g to ease the pain which we instinc- 
sly knew was throbbing in the other’s 
heart. As I said, we never talked about it 
1in. Not to each other, that is. But we 
lid take Dr. Logan’s advice. We did talk 
bout it to God. 


“You're lying, mother,” she said. 


'. She looked deep into my eyes as 


she said it. 


Maybe, if we had become discouraged 
about our prayers being answered, noth- 
ing good would have happened. But we 
didn’t give up. Without even telling each 
other, Peter and I knew that every night 
when we said our separate prayers, to- 
gether we asked God to give us a child. 

Those prayers went unanswered for 
three long years. Then one night I awoke 
with a restlessness and an internal dis- 
turbance which heralded the good news. 

“Peter,” I cried excitedly, tugging at 
my husband’s shoulder. “Peter, I’m go- 
ing to have a child.” 

It’s funny. Women usually have to go 
to a doctor to confirm this kind of belief. 
I didn’t need a doctor’s confirmation. I 
knew that I was pregnant. And Peter, 
knowing how much I realized his longing 
to be a father, knew that I wouldn’t think 


of taking a chance on misleading him. 
He knew I was certain. 

I don’t know what time it was when 
we went to sleep that night. We were the 
silliest, happiest two people ever. We got 
out of bed, went into the living room and 
had a private party, talking excitedly, 
making plans and sipping out of tall 
glasses some champagne which we'd kept 
around the house for the longest time, 
never knowing why. 

In the manner of all men, Peter knew 
the baby was going to be a boy and, in 
the manner of most women, I hoped he 
was right, yet secretly wished for a little 
girl. 

It was a girl and Peter wasn’t at all 
disappointed. Nor did he voice a single 
objection when I betrayed my secret 
hopes of those many months, I had the 
name Nancy picked, all cut and dried. 

“The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh 
away,” the Biblical expression goes. The 
truth of it was proven when Peter passed 
away suddenly one night, the victim of a 
horrible attack of acute indigestion. Peter 
died when Nancy was nine months old, 
just when he was beginning to get out of 
his fear of holding her in his arms, just 
when he was learning to be adept in 
changing her diapers, feeding her. 

“Blessed be the name of the Lord” 
goes the rest of the Biblical expression. 
Frankly, it was hard for me to have that 
attitude about the tragedy which had 
struck at me and my tiny baby. Bitterly, 
I wondered whether it wouldn’t have 
been better for us to go along, a childless 
couple, if some hateful Providence was 
playing a vicious game of swap. Here’s 
a baby in exchange for your husband. 

But looking at the sweet helplessness of 
Nancy, realizing that now she was going 
to grow up depending on me to be both 
mother and father, I soon regained a 
sane perspective, soon came to realize 


that the ways of life are not to be ques § 


tioned, but that life is to be lived as 
good as possible. So I resolved to keep 
my strength to give Nancy everything 
she ought to have and I realized that I 
must depend on God to help me. 


I’m glad I was able to make such a j F 


decision for, without some great guiding 
influence, I don’t know how I would have 
managed with Nancy. The small savings 
Peter and I had accumulated, somewhat 
diminished by the expensive business of 
having a child, was nothing to assure 
security. I must keep working and earn- 
ing a living for (Continued on Page 48) 



























































simple, modern home of Mr. and Mrs. David Williams of Los Angeles is another 
nple of Ralph Vaughn’s fine architecture. The exterior of the house is soft, green 
trimmed in white. The well-kept lawns make a fitting frame for the house. 


The kitchen area is light, airy and com- 


| a 1 l O red C Og st Hi. QTM EC _ vez, and has all modern electrical appli 


ances and plenty of cabinet space. The 
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g room area faces front of the house, with a huge mirror over the fireplace. Furni- Rumpus room features regulation pool 
s Swedish modern with sectional chairs by Laszlo. The rug is a soft tone of aqua table, and built-in toy cabinet. Murals 
he walls are in pastel blue. Blending tones of yellow complete the color scheme. feature caricatures of family. 








Master bedroom of the Williams home is tastefully done in soft grays and greens, with 
popular king-size bed, with unusual, custom-built headboard. Gray, block-squared 
paper gives glass effect over the bed, and tailored look is carried out in the room. 
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breakfast nook is yellow and green and 
can be closed off with new-type folding 
leather partitions. 


ENTEEL, easy living seems to be 

the theme in California, and it is 
readily expressed in the architecture of 
the David Williams home in Los An- 
geles. Built to their specifications, the 
house is most livable and done in good 
taste. It is small and compact, yet there 
is plenty of space for everything. 

Mrs. Williams did her own interior 
decorating, and has carried the tailored, 
modern look throughout the house, in- 
cluding the children’s bedrooms and 
playroom area. There is plenty of light, 
and all the innovations for ceiling lights 
have been used effectively. Colors have 
been blended to suit personal tastes and 
the personalities of the family. 

There is a complete air of relaxation 
expressed in the decor, in keeping with 
modern architecture. Although the house 
has two stories, the first floor plan is 
based on living areas which are sep- 
,arated by furniture and partitions. The 
dining room is slightly elevated, and a 
built-in television and radio separates 
the area from the rest of the house. 

A novel arrangement of closing off the 


rooms when privacy is desired is car- ). . a ; — — : “eaney 
ied - Jf h me Dining room is done in coral with gray ceiling and carpeting. Furniture is blond 
— out with draperies, as shown in the = j,ghogany, and the chairs are upholstered in attractive, green plaid. Indirect ceiling 
living room area. lights add a touch of warmth and brightness to the setting. 
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Oven Delights 


For Christmas 


N° OTHER season of the year affords as much enter- 

taining and as many busy hours in the kitchen as 
Christmas. From Christmas Eve, to the last hour after 
the exciting day, good, pungent odors are seeping out 
from kitchens across the nation. 

There is something exciting about the season that 
causes many to try their hands at making holiday sweets, 
whether the proverbial Christmas bread, cookies, fruit- 
cakes, pies or candies, and there is nothing that smells 
better than the aroma of home-baked goodies coming 
from the oven at this time of the year when the air is 
fresh and crisp and the weather is conducive to heavy 
menus and full stomachs. 

Homemakers will get a kick out of trying various 
recipes and there is a real surprise in store for family 
and friends when they try the tasty morsels which have 
been made with TAN’S selection of Christmas bakery 
goods. For gifts, there is nothing quite equal to a batch 
of homemade cookies, spicy and crisp; coconut snow- 
balls, white and fluffy or decorated cookies, as pretty and 
gay as holly wreaths. 

Home-made Christmas breads filled with spice and 
fruits will make the mouth water, as will rich fruitcakes 
filled with fruits, nuts and brandy. What could be better! 
There is good eating and lots of fun ahead for a Merry 
Christmas and happy holidays. 





























Holiday Cookies 


often 1 cup margarine at room temperature. Place in bowl 3 
ups sifted flour, 2 tsps. baking powder, 1 tsp. salt, 14% cups sugar, 
egg yolks and 2 tsps. vanilla. Blend until well mixed but still 
rumbly. Mold into 4 balls. Roll out on floured waxed paper or 

board. Cut into shapes, bake on a greased cookie sheet in oven 
0° F) 8 to 10 minutes. 
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Smffed Christmas Bread Merry Christmas Cookies 

Pour % cup warm water over yeast cake, add % tsp. sugar. Cream 1 cup margarine and 2 cups sugar. Add 2 eggs and 1% 
Melt %4 cup margarine with % cup sugar, add 1 beaten egg, 1 tsp. tsps. almond extract. Beat well. Sift 3% cups flour, 4 tsps. bak- 
alt and 1 cup lukewarm milk, to yeast. Add 4% cups sifted ing powder, 1 tsp. salt together 3 times. Add to margarine mix- 

ur. To % portion of dough add % cup each of chopped citron, ture gradually and mix well. Roll dough thin and trace on 
isins, nuts. Mix, let stand until light. Place in loaf pan. Bake holiday patterns with sharp knife. Bake on greased cookie sheet 

50 minutes at 375°F. Frost while warm. in oven 400°F 5 minutes. 
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Fruit Cake 


Sift 4 cups flour once, and add 1 tsp. bak- 
ing powder, 14 tsp. cloves, % tsp. cinnamon, 
¥% tsp. mace and sift three times. Cream 
together 1 Ib. butter, 1 lb. brown sugar until 
fluffy. Add 10 well beaten eggs, % Ib. can- 
died cherries, % Ib. candied pineapple, 1 
lb. dates, 1 Ib. raisins, 1 lb. currants, % Ib. 
citron, 4% lb. candied orange and lemon peel, 
% lb. chopped nut meats, 1 cup honey, 1 cup 
molasses and % cup cider. Add flour mix- 
ture gradually, beating well each time. Pour 
into 3 10x5x3-inch greased and paper-lined 
loaf pans, and bake in slow oven (250°F) 
3% to 4 hours. Cut in small individual loaves 
and wrap in Christmas paper. 


Christmas Coconut 
Snowballs 


Tear 1 angel food cake apart in 8 balls 
and dip them in seven-minute frosting. Roll 
in shredded coconut and insert a twig of 
evergreen or candle holder with tiny candle 
in each ball. Light candles just before serv- 
ing. For seven-minute frosting, combine 1% 
cups sugar, 2 unbeaten egg whites, dash of 
salt, 4 cup water and 2 tsps. light corn 
syrup in top of double boiler. Beat until 
well mixed. Cook over boiling water, beating 
constantly for 7 minutes, until frosting stands 
in peaks. Remove, and add 1 tsp. vanilla and 
beat 1 minute more until thick. 


Dark Fruit Cake 


Sift together 234 cups flour, 2% tsps. bak- 
ing powder, %4 tsp. soda, % tsp. salt, 34 tsp. 
cinnamon, % tsp. allspice, % tsp. nutmeg, 
% tsp. mace, % tsp. cloves. Combine 1% 
cups raisins, 14% cups coarsely cut candied 
cherries, %4 cup dates, 34 cup figs, 34 cup 
citron, 14% cups candied pineapple, %4 cup 
candied orange peel, % cup candied lemon 
peel, 2 cups chopped nut meats, and 1 cup 
flour. Blend well. Add 1% cups sugar, 1% 
cups water, *%4 cup melted shortening, 1 tsp. 
lemon juice and 1% tsps. vanilla. Mix well. 
Bake in 9-inch tube pan lined with heavy 
brown paper for 2% hours, in slow oven 


(325°F). 
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conquers itching (¢ 
misery of eczema, é 
ringworm, rashes, 
pimples and other 


You can’t really enjoy life when you 
are dragged down by those awful irri- 
tations. So don’t risk letting that ugly 
itching distress go on for another day. 
There’s an easy, proven way to help 
your poor troubled skin! 

FAMOUS SKIN MEDICINE 
Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS Ointment usu- 
ally makes a big, wonderful difference 
in such cases. Thousands know from ac- 

tual experience how 
it goes right to work 
to give fast, blessed 
relief to your upset 

and tortured skin. 
There’s just noth- 
ing like it! Because only SKIN SUCCESS 
Ointment gives you the benefit of this 
great skin-prescription formula, tested 
by a noted physician. It really works. 
Small size only 25¢. Regular 75¢ size 

gives you four times as much. 


HOW TO TAKE CARE OF YOUR COMPLEXION 
The deep-acting medicated foam of 
SKIN SUCCESS SOAP 
fights off aggrava- 
tion of ugly pim- 
ples, blackheads, 
rashes caused by surface skin germs. 
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Famous Hub Checks, Non- 
Duplicate, Square Edge, Heavi- 
est Game Check, Cut and Stack 
Accurately. Supplied i in any color. 


FREE CATALOG Expose: The Open Book, 
led Book, Scientific Betting, Master Ope System, 
fee to Control Fair Dice, Runup System, Plastic 


“The Old Reliable” —- Cards for 


lub Use. 


K. C. CARD — 816, S. Wabash, Chicago s 





Pencil-slim sleeveless dress of rich black velvet, 
with flat, round mink collar which ties in the 
back. By Henry Rosenfeld, the price is $45. 


fright yellow wool makes a high-neck dress with 
ong, tight sleeves and luscious cuffs of black fox. 
By Judy ’n Jill, the price is $69.95. 











Sophisticated beige wool jersey dress has wrap 
skirt, interesting button detail and luxurious 
ranch mink collar. By Lentz Diminutives, $99. 







OR THE LAST few seasons, fur has 
been reaching an all-time high, 


whether it is a long coat, a new short 
Fur , ouch jacket or just a tiny touch. Last year 


found fur buttons, collars and many lit- 





e tle detachable pieces, but this year, 
For Hi h fashion presents the smart, ultra high- 
4 fashioned dress with the tiny fur touch. 


Most of these smart dresses em- 











phasize the tiny waist. The pencil-slim 


& 
Fash ton silhouette is nipped in at the waist with — yyoided red angora wool suit is made more 





curving belts. Some designers “set” appealing by addition of tawny, leopard 
the fur into the fabric like jewels. fur collar. By Judy ’n Jill, price $89.95. 
q 
/ A 
Silk mat jersey cocktail dress has V-neckline front and back. Dark ranch mink collar sets off white silk feille 
Shirred sleeves have ranch mink cuffs. By Lentz Diminutives, cocktail suit. Bare-shoulder dress is under jacke’. 
price $110. By Lentz Diminutives, price $135. 
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Growing Up 
With Your 
Child 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


tructor In Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


N OTHING IS SO fascinating, so ut- 

terly pleasurable, so creative of 
ride in parents as is the growing child— 
roviding parents don’t let their children 
lrive them to distraction! 

There hangs a question: 

Do you know how to enjoy your grow- 
ing child? 

It used to be that a child was raised 
under what was aptly called the “rod.” 

Spare the rod and spoil the child,” was 
, popular admonition to parents, and 
hey followed it up by applying the rod 
zenerously whenever children violated 
parental law. Most often, the child would 
come obedient, travel a path carved 
ut by parents, and that was that. 

This act of parents (the act of applying 
he rod) and the result (obedience and 
icquiescence of children) in many ways 
hunted children’s failure, when there 


+4 


As children grow older, they will tend to become more absorbed in their own pursuits. 


was to be failure, up into the future, thus 
easing parents’ sense of their own failure 
in raising children. In other words, a 
parent could partially toss off responsi- 
bility for a child’s subsequent failure by 
saying, “Well, I tried to raise him right.” 

The so-called “modern way” is consid- 
erably different. Almost from the day the 
child is born, if indeed not from the first 
visit at a children’s clinic before birth, 
parents are continually told that they are 
responsible for the failure of their chil- 
dren. They are faced with all kinds of 
psychological approaches to the problems 
of raising children. As a result, parents 
often become uneasy, tense, so fearful 
that they will make a mistake that they 
misinterpret normal actions of their chil- 
dren. 

This mistake can be avoided if parents 
“relax” and remember that adult con- 


cepts and children’s concepts are vastly 
different; the view, the vantage point, 
cannot be the same, an obvious fact 
which is frequently overlooked. 

To illustrate: 

A parent dislikes dirt and becomes an- 
noyed when the child becomes dirty. But 
the child “likes” it, as the parent will 
realize if she remembers how much fun 
she had pitty-patting in the mud with her 
little feet when she was young. 

An adult knows that a chair is a place 
in which to sit, but the child sees it as a 
perch. Having a natural tendency toward 
climbing, it climbs the chair and has 
great fun bouncing on its springs. 

An adult knows that water is for bath- 
ing, drinking, washing, and so on. But to 
a child, water is a source of wonder and 
delight. It likes to splash in it, likes to try 
the faucet, run the water fast and slow, 





dabble hands in it, climb up on a sink 
and drink some of it, get wet in it. 

A mother has a treasured set of sterling 
silver dinner-ware, perhaps a wedding 
gift. One day she looks out into the back 
yard and sees her little boy busily dig- 
ging up dirt with one of her shiny table- 
spoons. Conniptions! But, how was the 
little boy to know that the spoon came 
from a treasured collection? 

All of this is not to say that a parent 
should let a child “run wild.” It is in- 
tended to show that children live on a 
level of their own, have interests and 
needs of their own, and a parent who in- 
terprets the child’s level, interests, and 
needs on an adult level is heading for 
great worry and many headaches. 

When parents realize these things, re- 
lax, and make proper adjustments and 
allowances, they can truly enjoy the 
growing child. 

Another habit of children which an- 
noys many parents is a tendency to 
dawdle, especially when dressing. Put- 
ting on shoes is old hat with adults, but 
a child may dawdle over it, putting on, 
pulling off. The point is, the child does 
not intend to dawdle in the adult sense, 
rather it is exploring, learning, having 
fun. 

And as children grow older they will 
show a tendency to become more and 
more absorbed in their own pursuits; 
they will sometimes be impudent, obsti- 
nate, rebellious. Again the parent must 
consider the child’s level, needs, and in- 
terests. Since the parent and child live 
on different levels, a clash between the 
two is sometimes inevitable, no cause for 
alarm. 

In other cases, parents have been dis- 
appointed by children they had proudly 
boasted were “just like a grown person.” 
Everyone has heard a little boy described 
as being “a little man,” or a girl called 
“a little woman.” Then the revelation! 
Children will imitate parents, and many 
are more mature outwardly than others, 
but children generally hate to leave their 
early pleasures behind. Parents must 
help them over the chasms. 

The most important task of parents is 
to help children develop from completely 
self-centered little individuals into well- 
adjusted beings. This means parents 
must try to assume the child’s viewpoint, 
weigh it against the adult viewpoint, 
sometimes what is “best,” and arrive at 
a solution that will benefit the child as 
well as the parent. And all planning for 


the child—based on hopes, dreams, as- 
pirations—should be based in reality. 
In other words, it is unwise to force a 
square peg into a round hole. 
Surprising as it may. seem, this has 
been a very big factor in the present up- 
surge of juvenile delinquency through- 
Children with a natural 
aptitude for or tendency toward certain 
activities themselves 
forced by over-anxious parents into 


out the nation. 
frequently find 


other types of activities in which they 
have no particular interest. 

Fact is, the child will frequently have 
a marked antipathy toward the activity 
which parents may have hand-picked 
for it and rebel against not only that 
but against any subsequent suggestions 
which the parents might make. Young- 
sters, later on, will not only drop out 
of school altogether but as frequently 
leave home in protest. 

The secure child may have an occa- 
sional violent outburst, but they are 
really just surface ripples. He is not 
permanently affected nor does he lose 
his balance for long. 
lated homes, some problems, some con- 


In the best regu- 


flicts are inevitable, but there are ways 
of meeting them with a minimum of 
upset and a maximum of success. 

Imagination runs rampant in the 
growing child and the trouble with 
some parents is that they quickly forget 
their own childhood and fail to lend the 
helping hand that is needed to carry 
the child forward with his activities in 
his little world of make-believe. Parents 
too frequently find youngsters annoying 
and their attitude compounds annoy- 
ance in the child. 

Defiance of authority in the growing 
child may actually indicate the begin- 
ning of his development of self-reliance. 
At this age it should not be expected 
that he step immediately into the exer- 
cise of good judgment or make wise 
decisions. 

“You never used to act like this,” is 
a phrase often heard in the home when 
there is a disagreement between parent 
and child, but this should be expected. 

The proper raising of children is a big 
job, made tougher by the times we live 
in today. 
become so completely lost in it that they 


Even so, parents should not 


fail to have interesting, productive lives 
For only if the mother 
and father are happy can they provide 
the wholesome kind of home the child 
needs for its well-being. 


of their own. 





Bringing 
Up Baby 


HINTS COLLECTED BY 


ra Ma Gerher 


( MOTHER OF 5 ) 


Baby cutting teeth? Sometimes there’s no 
trouble at all. Sometimes, 
though, baby can get quite 
fussy. Helpful ideas to 
ease the latter case: cut 
down on visitors and other 
excitement. Give baby ex- 
tra peace and quiet, extra 

aks, loving. Better wait a few 

: _ days till baby’s his usual 

Mrs. Dan Gerber cheerful self before intro- 

ducing a suggested new schedule or new foods. 





Bed TEETHING © 
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Relief for a teething baby may be well on 
the way if you give him Gerber’s Teething 
Biscuits. They’re so firm and long-lasting 
they give him plenty of the chewing satis- 
faction he wants so badly. Yet these Teeth- 
ing Biscuits are so smooth they’re kind to 
tender little gums. Made of wholesome 
ingredients, ever so lightly sweetened. 


Along with the appearance of a few teeth, 
come other big changes in baby’s life. For 
instance, he’s more active... wants more 
amusement. You can keep him happier in 
his play pen, for instance, if you give him 
a good-sized box with lots and lots of toys 
in it. Baby will be busy taking the toys 
out at first, and then he’ll soon learn the fun 
of putting them back in again. 


Lots of fun learning to chew! Baby doesn’t 
need a full set of teeth before he’s ready for 
more “grown up” foods... Gerber’s Junior 
Foods. For Junior Foods have the tender, 
minced texture specially planned for tots 
with a few teeth. There are Fruits, Vege- 
tables, Soups, Desserts—even Meats, made 
from selected Armour cuts. Each and every 
one is carefully processed to help keep in 
the naturally good food values. And each 
and every one has a mild, natural flavor and 
a pleasing, natural color—to give appetizing 
variety to your toddler’s menu. 
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They Said 
It Wouldn’t 


Last 





(Continued from Page 21) 


Sky, he talked at the same time to Bell- 
son, saying that there would also be a role 
for him in the production. Bellson made 
it clear that he would be interested only 
if the role was an integral part of the cast 
and not just one written in for him. 

Coming right at the same time as the 
decision to move to Las Vegas, the at- 
tractive offer was responsible for several 
sleepless nights for Miss Bailey and her 
husband as they discussed whether to 
change their plans. They decided against 
any postponement. 

‘It’s not a new feeling. I’ve felt this 
way a long time,” Miss Bailey says. “I’m 
going to live! If I had a million dollars 
right now, I’d have no place to plant 
even a rose bush! 

“We're not money-mad nor crazy for 
fame, thank goodness! I like to watch 
Louis work and that’s what I'll do. If I 
feel like working a couple of ‘hot weeks’ 
somewhere, I'll do it and dash back home. 

“We have some wonderful friends in 
Las Vegas, and friends mean more to us 
than dollars. I write for a little maga- 
zine out there and I'd like to become a 
disc jockey, maybe open a small club. It 
was this last trip to Las Vegas that de- 
cided for us. There’s so much to be done 
out there and I look on show business as 
a possible means of helping others. 

We have no complaints as far as show 
business is concerned. Both Louis and I 
have God-given talents and they won't 
disappear just because we move out there. 
Maybe we'll build a motel. Las Vegas is 
growing and the people there need places 
to live and someone to speak for them. 

I have an idea for a free clinic for 
children out there on the Westside and 
I’m sure I could get the entertainers from 
the big clubs to do a benefit performance 
once a year for such a project. 

And most important of all there’s so 
much that Louis can accomplish with all 
the opportunities out there.” 

Miss Bailey has been guest artist on 
virtually every bigtime TV show and has 
consistently broken records im such ex- 
clusive clubs as La Vie En Rose, yet she 
has so far been unsuccessful in her bid 
for a television show of her own. Under- 
standably irked at the limitations placed 
on her, she is now content to work when 
she feels the urge or is persuaded by an 
especially attractive offer. 

Originally, the Bellson’s close friend, ac- 
tor-director-producer Jose Ferrer, planned 
to do the revival of Cabin in the Sky, but 
later relinquished his option on the musi- 
cal. If “Pappo,” as they affectionately 
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call him, had done the play, Miss Bailey 
would most likely have taken the lead 
role, despite the fact that she longs to do 
a play written especially for her. 

“The temptation to do the play was 
great,” she admits, “but by remaining in 
New York we would spend as much as we 
earned, entertaining and refurnishing the 
apartment, and we’d wind up still not do- 
ing what we really wanted. I’ve been in 
three Broadway productions already, and, 
if it’s necessary, I can always sit back and 
look at my scrapbooks.” 


With a pixie-ish smile, Miss Bailey 
adds, “I’m going to let my husband take 
care of me. If a man’s going to make 
a home for you, better grab it because 
they’re few and far between!” 

She sits cross-legged on the floor and 
resumes work on a huge cotton loop wel- 
come mat she is making. It will grace 
the entrance to the future home of Mr. 
and Mrs. Louis Bellson, who are happily 
engaged in disproving all the predictions 
that “it wouldn’t last.” THE END 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 13) 


Another feud is the one between the 
sister dance teachers Mary Bruce in New 
York and Sadie Bruce in Chicago. . . . 
Both have become wealthy teaching kids 
to dance, neither shows any overwhelming 
love for the other, Mary claiming that 
Sadie tried to make things tough for her 
when she had her school in Chicago in 
the 1930s. 

John Levy, ex-personal manager of Bil- 
lie Holiday, Tondelayo, Herb Jeffries, Billy 
Daniels and Eunice (Rock Little Daddy) 
Davis, is the man who gave piano mahatma 
Erroll Garner his start in New York. His 
name was plain Earl then when he 
plunked for hot biscuits and fried chicken 
at Tondelayo’s place in 52nd St., actu- 
ally owned by John and his sister, Mabel. 
Gladys (I’m a Woman Again) Bentley was 
the feature attraction there and Levy gave 
Garner the intermission job. 

> & @& 

Rosetta Howard, whose Decca waxing of 
If Yow’re a Viper, backed by the rollick- 
ing Harlem Hamfats was one of the big 
hits of them all several years ago, is today 
a baby sitter in Chicago . . . Composer- 
coach Phil Moore, whose work edged Lena 
Horne and Dorothy Dandridge to stardom, 
has a sensational prospect under contract 
in Faye (Shake a Hand) Adams... The 
gal is one of the first to bring gospel- 
style chirping to the rhythm and blues 
recording field. 

Paul Quinichette, and Eddie (Lockjaw) 
Davis, the tenor sax kids, both jumped 
the mighty Count Basie band . . . Paul 
heads his own quintet while Lockjaw is 
in an all-star combination that includes 
the sliphorn stylist, Bennie Green, ex- 
Earl Hines trombonist . . . Clark Mon- 
roe, whose Uptown House was Harlem up 
to the last world war, is opening the Onyx 
Club in 52nd St. with Babs Gonzales’ 
group on the marquee. 

* * * 

Since her return from London to work 
in the Joe Louis Story, actress Hilda 
Simms has been quietly taking lessons in 
singing . . . Clyde McPhatter’s new vocal 
group, The Drifters, Atlantic Records dis- 
covery, may eclipse in popularity even the 
fabulous Orioles, first big timers of the 
moan - groan - dance - and - prance singing 


bands that deserted gospel chirping for 
the night club and theater world. 

Joe Louis may make a second stab at 
operating his own night club, but this one 
will be on Broadway or in 52nd St... . 
Meanwhile, Ezzard Charles is toying with 
the idea of a cocktail lounge with music 
for Cincinnati. . . . Biggest dance pro- 
moter in Ohio is Welton Barnett, the 
fabulous dise jockey in Toledo, who has 
a private detective with him constantly 
to protect the bag of loot he always 
carries. 

Dick Barrow, onetime “Sepia Mae West” 
of Chicago’s female impersonators, is tal- 
ent scouting for an Anchorage, Alaska, 
night club . . . Meanwhile, Joe Hughes’ 
famed DeLuxe Club on Chicago’s South 
Side where the pansies used to parade 
nightly in female clothes, is no more. In 
its place is C. J. Murphy’s Club DeLuxe 
but featuring real, live wimmen! 
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Love Life Of Twins 
(Continued from Page 33) 


that time caused one lulu of a misunder- 
standing. 

Jean came dashing into the theatre just 
in time to go on with her hair flowing 
around her face and there was Joyce wear- 
ing the Josephine Baker horsetail style. 
There was not time to make any changes 
so the Spence twins went on, their hair 
looking un-twinnish as possible. 

On another occasion Joyce had rubber 
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treads put on her shoes. In haste in the of CURLS 
dressing room, we got shoes mixed up and Daytime or merenine FEATHER CURL 
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photographer to have some action pictures 
made up for display in theatres. When we 72 
got the pictures back, all of them, every $2750 
last one, was of Jean. CLUSTER or CURLS 
Working with Arthur Prysock was fun. sive #40 FS ee 
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He threw up his hands whenever he saw “oe gm 
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us. He just couldn’t tell us apart. When 
we appeared with Duke Ellington, he never 
got over the constant urge to stand be- 
tween us and see how he would look be- 
tween two girls who appeared exactly 


Crous you, the moment 
wear this beauti. 
styled transforma. 











you 
fully 
tion. 
























alike. G a « 
Our ambition is to save enough money to ' 
; , . . 
insure the education of our children. We be sie £10 $250 
don’t want to stay in show business for- ar FULL BANG 
Nes 


ever. We'd like to retire and slow down 
the pace of our living. Hopping from one 
city to another, working these frantic one- 
nighters is great in a way, and we love our 
work. We've loved this kind of work ever 
since we used to appear in school plays 
together in Cleveland and rehearse time 
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A midwestern producer, Jockey Gray, stvie + 48 
started us out in a chorus line five years LARGE $49 
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ago. Then he decided we ought to have an 
act. We were leary of this at first because 
we were concerned about our children, but 
our mother agreed to take care of them. 
We are enjoying what we are doing. We 
have appeared in such spots as the Flame 
Show Bar in Detroit, the Offbeat in Wash- 
ington, the Howard, Apollo and Royal 
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Theatres. We've done strings of one-night- 
ers and worked the burlesque circuit. It’s — So Sie #75 
been a lot of fun and a lot of frustration $3250 
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As we’ve said before, we know what’s Covers complete 
happening with the little there is left after heod 
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cure in the love of two fine fellows who 
have the little extra something it takes to 
make a go of being the husband of a twin. 
Any applicants? THE END 
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Wrong 
Kind of 
Mother 





(Continued from Page 36) 


my child and myself. And yet, I must find 
the proper care for my baby during the 
hours when I was at work. 

[t was in this crisis that I found a kind 
friend. She had been there all the time 
but I had not known her as a friend. Her 
name was Mary Brooks. She was the land- 
lady of the apartment house where we 
lived. Throughout the years we had lived 
in Mrs. Brooks’ building, I had clung to 
the usual tenant’s idea of a landlady. We 
had experienced our little skirmishes about 
the apartment being painted, the leak in 
the kitchen sink, the new rent increase. 
My landlady was the last person from 
whom I expected sympathy. But she was 
the first to offer it. 

Mrs. Brooks knocked on my door a few 
days after Peter’s funeral. I stiffened when 
I saw who my visitor was. I had a premoni- 
tion that she might be worried about how 
a widow with a small child could manage 
to pay the rent. I was on the defensive. 

But Mrs. Brooks’ mission was quite dif- 
ferent. She explained nervously that she 
knew I was in a spot; that I must con- 


tinue working and would have no one to 
take care of Nancy. She had never been 
fortunate enough to have a child of her 


own, Mrs. Brooks said. She loved babies 
and would I like to have her care for 
Nancy during the day. She wanted no 
pay, perhaps just a couple of dollars for 
milk and baby food. 

The grateful tears came to my eyes at 
this miraculous solution to my problem. 
Mrs. Brooks was a second mother to 
Nancy, like a loving older sister to me. 
Even when the child got old enough to 
go to school, our landlady prepared her 
lunch, saw that she had pleasant ways to 
pass her hours until I came home from 
work. 

Nancy adored Mrs. Brooks and still I 
did not, as I had secretly feared at first, 
become less important in the eyes of my 
little daughter. We were so close, like 
small and big sister more than like mother 
and. daughter. Weekends, I devoted a 
great deal of time to Nancy, helping her 
with her school work, taking her to the 
movies, coaching her as she cooked real 
little cakes in her play pans, imitating the 
delicacies I was preparing for the week 
ahead. 

That’s the way it happens often when 
a child is left fatherless. The mother and 
child sort of cling to each other. I had one 
driving ambition in life; to give Nancy 
enough love to make up for what she 
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couldn’t have in the way of father love 
and to give her everything other children 
had and more. 


7 MAKE MY dream for Nancy come 
true, I worked punishingly hard at the 
gift shop and spent an hour or two each 
evening doing typing at home for a neigh- 
bor who was a rather successful free-lance 
feature writer. I saved every possible 
penny, still managing to have plenty of 
food and to supply Nancy with everything 
she needed in the way of clothes and toys. 
She was justifying my sacrifice, my utter 
disregard for things I really needed to buy 
for myself. She was growing beautifully. 
She was a wonderful, obedient and well- 
mannered child. She was going to be a 
pretty and sophisticated young lady. 

Already, at twelve, Nancy was sophisti- 
cated. From the time she was a tiny thing, 
it was obvious that she must some day 
belong to the theatrical world. She had a 
natural aptitude for mimicking people she 
saw around her and on the radio and in 
the movies. She had a natural grace and 
a born talent for dancing. Nancy could 
see a dance routine, no matter how tricky, 
and go through the steps perfectly. 

One day, Mrs. Brooks told me that she 
and her husband had been considering 
what to give Nancy for a Christmas pres- 
ent. They had agreed there could be no 
more appropriate gift than a scholarship 
to one of the Sammy Dyer Schools of 
Dance, one of the finest dance schools on 
Chicago’s South Side. 

At first, I was wary of this idea. Like so 
many other people, I associated show busi- 
ness with the most tawdry, cheapest and 
most immoral sort of activity. But Mrs. 
Brooks reasoned with me that the child 
should follow her natural bent; that dance 
instruction was good for children even if 
they had no aim of pursuing show busi- 
ness as a career. 

So off Nancy went to dancing school. 
That was the beginning of a most phe- 
nomenal series of events. From the very 
beginning, Nancy was marked to become 
a starlet. She progressed so rapidly that 
Mr. Dyer advised me to continue doing 
everything in my power to groom her for 
the stage. At recitals given by the school, 
she was outstanding. 

After she had been a pupil for four 
vears, the bids began coming in for her 
to appear at this club affair and that pri- 
vate party. Nancy was earning extra money 
and she was so happy that she could take 
some of the burden off me by buying some 
of her own clothes and helping with house- 
hold bills. 

Nancy’s break came when she appeared 
on a benefit show at the Regal Theatre. 
The bill was topped by some of the most 
magic names in show business. A New 
York booker who caught her act that night 
went backstage and offered to enroll her 
in his office, promising her a fabulous 
career if she would sign with him. 

Nancy was excited and overcome. She 


refused to give the booker an answer until 
she could talk it over with me. 

“Mother,” she bubbled. “This is my big 
chance, my big break.” 

I hardly knew how to tell Nancy the 
doubts and fears in my mind. She was so 
young, so pretty, so innocent. I had known 
the time would come when there would be 
a definite turn in her life and that that 
turn would be show-businesswards. But I 
had been praying to stall it off until my 
little girl—sixteen, but still a baby to me 
—had become more worldly-wise. 

I made a stab at asking Nancy to let 
this opportunity pass by, to wait until she 
was sure what she wanted to do; to finish 
up her high school, go on to college and 
thus prepare herself for other things in 
the event show business turned out to be 
less than her expectations. But I had never 
refused Nancy anything and I couldn’t 
begin now. Her pretty face was so plead- 
ingly appealing as she awaited my de- 
cision. 

I sighed in surrender. 

“Mother wants you to do what you think 
best, Nancy,” I said. But I didn’t mean it. 

In days and weeks to come how I was 
to regret my decision. The miraculous be- 
hind-the-scenes machinery of big time show 
business began revolving about Nancy and 
it was like watching a modern-day Cin- 
derella being transformed. 

Her name was changed from Nancy 
James to Nana Jay, a more commercial 
one, the office said. Her appearance was 
changed. The simple, fresh appearance 
she boasted became tailored, svelte and 
a tiny bit, youthfully blase. For a while, 
she played engagements in the better clubs 
in the Midwest—Chicago, Detroit, St. 
Louis. But I knew, with dread, that the 
day would come when her work would 
carry her far away from me. It came— 
soon. 

Nancy phoned me excitedly from St. 
Louis one early morning. Her agent had 
arranged a choice booking for her in New 
York. It was a three-week stint with an 
option for another three. Smart exploita- 
tion and publicity had made Nana Jay 
box office overnight and now my sweet 
daughter was going to walk straight out 
of my life. Once she hit New York and 
made good, I was certain, it would be 
many a day before I would see Nancy 
again. 

I was tempted to suggest that I go along 
with her. But practicality made me realize 
that I must keep working, saving to main- 
tain a harbor for my venturing daughter 
if she should find show business a failure 
for her, after all. 

The New York engagement saw Nana 
Jay a smash hit, rating rave notices in 
the trades and weekly papers. Her agent’s 
office was flooded with offers—Miami, Los 
Angeles, Las Vegas, everywhere but home. 

I should have been thrilled at my daugh- 
ter’s success. But some dark foreboding 
clouded my days. Wouldn’t my Nancy 
change with success? Wouldn’t she meet 
the wrong people, go the wrong places? 
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Wouldn’t she become hard, bored and just 
the opposite of the sweet, fresh child she 
had been? 

On the other hand, I couldn’t help being 
affected by Nancy’s happiness. I couldn’t 
help being touched by her constant phone 
calls, her frequent letters. Life was so 
empty without her. Working all the years 
to make her happy, I had neglected to 
build up any social life of my own, com- 
pletely ignored the fact that I hadn’t 
bought a new stitch of clothes in years. 
Nancy had that on her mind too. She 
wrote: 

“Moms: What makes me so happy about 
the way things are going is that at last I 
can do something for you to repay all 
you've done for me. You know, now is the 
time for you to stop working so hard and 
play a little. You're really one of the 
youngest-looking mothers in the world and, 
I think, a very attractive woman. Only 
thing, Moms, let’s face it, you need a big 
new wardrobe. 

“You’d be surprised to know how much 
I’ve dreamed of seeing you in two or three 
brand new outfits, how often I’ve window- 
shopped, saying to myself: ‘If I only had 
money to buy that for Mom.’ Well, Moms, 
now I have the money. In the morning 
mail you’re going to receive a money order 
for $500. It’s an advance I’ve drawn from 
the office and not one penny is to go into 
the bank. Every cent is to be spent to 
make my Moms more glamorous.” 

How could I read words like those and 
dare believe my Nancy would ever change? 
A girl who thought so much of her mother 
had to be basically fine. When I got used 
to the idea, the thought of buying myself 
some pretty clothes became a thrilling one. 

Looking in the mirror smugly, I agreed 
that, after all, Nancy was right. Her 
mother hadn’t lost all her looks. There was 
nothing wrong with me that a visit to the 


beautician and the women’s shops wouldn’t: 


cure. 

I went on a shopping spree. The elo- 
quently simple, dark suit with the well- 
tailored lines, the expensive but thorough- 
ly irresistible little hat I’d noted so fondly 
in a shop on North Michigan, these and 
other things became my very own. Next I 
went to see the East 47th Street beautician 
whose clientele roster read like a “Who’s 
Who” of the South Side. 

Entering into the spirit of the exciting 
doings, Mrs. Brooks wangled me an. in- 
vitation to an exclusive club affair at the 
Parkway Ballroom. I was as excited as a 
young girl on her first date. It had been so 
long since I had paid any special atten- 
tion to my appearance, so long since I had 
stepped out. The evening of the affair, 
dressed and waiting for the Brooks to ring 
my bell, I gave myself a critical inspection 
in the mirror. 

To my happy amazement, I looked every 
inch the picture of an attractive, well- 
groomed woman with a wholesomely ma- 
ture appeal. If my baby could only see me 
now, I thought. How happy she would be 


to know that this transformation has come 
about all because of her thoughtfulness. 

My greatest triumph was yet to come. I 
was a mild sensation at the dance. I en- 
joyed the attentions of a long succession of 
partners, all of whom sent my ego zoom- 
ing with their compliments and tributes to 
my appearance. To think that I had been 
missing such lovely times all these years. 
Yet I didn’t regret a day of the time I'd 
given to slaving for Nancy. I was only 
happy that, after having brought my child 
to young maturity and success, I could still 
exert charm and attract the other sex. 

A good-looking doctor asked me for a 
date and a wicked young man invited me 
to be his guest at his apartment that eve- 
ning. The young man emphasized that he 
was not inviting me to see his etchings. I 
had a wonderful time. I didn’t go home 
with the Brooks nor did I go home with the 
young man, however, flattered by his im- 
proper advance, I allowed him to take me 
to a night club. He turned out to be a very 
wonderful boy and he dwelt at length on 
the impression I had made on him. 

“Seriously, Mrs. James,” he declared, 
his whiskey making him look anything but 
serious, “I’ve met a lot of flighty young 
dames, not wet behind the ears. Some of 
them are beautiful, pretty and whatnot. 
But me, I go for a woman like you— 
seasoned, a richly mature woman, in the 
bloom of life. You see, what you’ve got is 
not only looks, but charm. Real charm.” 

It was a wonderful experience being so 
flattered. It was exciting to have him ask 
me for a goodnight kiss when he took me 
home. 

“Run along, silly boy,” I told him de- 
lightedly. “Thanks for a wonderful time.” 

I'd never see him again, I told myself as 
I reluctantly took off my fine apparel in 
front of the mirror. But it had been nice. 

My evening out marked a turning point 
in my way of living. At the night club I'd 
had pictures taken to send to Nancy. I 


_ wrote her an ecstatic letter describing my 


wonderful evening and how different life 
seemed now. Nancy phoned me from Phil- 
adelphia. She was so happy about the way 
I was feeling. 

“Now you're beginning to live again, 
Moms,” she told me. 

I began to take new interest in life. Tak- 
ing care not to go off the deep end in ex- 
travagance, I worked to become one of the 
best-dressed women in my neighborhood. 
I joined a bridge club and a social organi- 
zation. I was trying to fill up my life with 
some activity to make up for Nancy’s ab- 
sence from home. 

I believe I was on the road to creating a 
full, happy life. I found that more and 
more men acquaintances echoed the words 
of the brash young man who had told me 
I had charm. While I took none of them 
seriously, I began to have a confidence 
about myself, to feel wanted and appre- 
ciated. 

Nancy was doing wonderfully well. She 
was now in the four-figure bracket and our 
joint bank account was becoming a gratify- 


ingly healthy one. Maybe a year or two 
more, I dreamed happily, and Nancy will 
save enough to quit show business and 
come back home. Maybe we could even 
pool our funds and go into business to- 
gether. I’d learned enough about the gift 
shop business, made enough friends among 
the clients to do very well in such an 
enterprise. 

How blind I was, how utterly selfish to 
plan Nancy’s life so and not to dream that 
like any normal girl, Nancy was capable 
of meeting someone she loved and wanted 
marriage, children, a happy home. All I 
had in mind was my beloved daughter and 
myself spending our lives together. 

I was in for the sharpest kind of shock. 
For one day, eighteen months after she had 
left, Nancy came home. I was thrilled 
when the phone rang that evening and 
Nancy told me she was down at the Dear- 
born Station and on her way out to the 
house. 

But my heart turned to ice at her next 
words. 

“Oh, Moms, I have the most wonderful 
surprise for you,” she said. “There’s some- 
one with me. You remember Eddie Noble, 
the bandleader. I’ve mentioned him so of- 
ten in my letters, how he’s helped me and 
been so good a friend. Well, Moms, Eddie 
is with me. We were married last night in 
Baltimore. You’ve got a son now, Moms.” 

I mumbled something unintelligible as 
Nancy ended the conversation and prom- 
ised to rush right home. I sat by the tele- 
phone uttering a silent prayer that this was 
some ghastly joke, some horrible night- 
mare from which I would awaken. My 
Nancy, my baby married! Without a word 
of warning or a request for advice from 
her mother! And married to one of those 
awful show business people, a bandleader. 

Probably some dashing young roue with 
a smooth line who had talked Nancy into a 
daze and who would not only destroy all 
the plans I had made for her but, in the 
long run, break her heart. 

I didn’t move from the telephone until 
the bell rang and I realized my daughter 
was home. With a tremendous effort I 
composed myself. As I went slowly to the 
door, a deep-seated urge grew within me. 
At all costs, whatever happened, I must 
break up this marriage. I must save my 
child. But, however I did it, I must do it 
cleverly. I must handle the situation deli- 
cately or I would not only fail in my pur- 
pose but lose the love of Nancy. 


HEN I OPENED the door, I had once 

again, as far as the eye could see, be- 
come my natural self. I didn’t have to 
masquerade to demonstrate my happiness 
at seeing my daughter. I flung my arms 
about her and all but burst into tears. But 
I did have to call into play everything I 
knew about acting and deceit when Nancy 
introduced me to her Eddie. 

I hated him, I told myself, as I mumbled 
words of welcome. In my right senses, 
under any other condition, I couldn’t have 
brought myself even to dislike him. For 
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Eddie Noble, in appearance and manner, 
was all that was likeable. He was tall, 
pleasant-looking, gracious and self-assured. 
His intense, dark eyes looked directly into 
mine and his warm smile made me realize 
that I was going to have a tough fight on 
my hands. 

The way he looked at my Nancy, the 
way she returned his loving glances and 
tender words warned me that I must go 
easy, gain his confidence and then under- 
mine him so completely that Nancy would 
never know how I had plotted and planned 
to destroy her marriage. 

Nancy, Eddie and I sat in the living 
room and chatted. I pretended fond inter- 
est in their description of how their ro- 
mance had blossomed, how they had be- 
come secretly engaged and spent several 
months trying to determine whether Nancy 
would continue her career after they were 
married. 

It was Eddie’s treatment of me which 
finally brought to my mind specifically the 
way | would go about breaking up the 
marriage. Eddie, obviously, was out to 
charm me as he had charmed my daughter. 

“You're a lovely mother-in-law,” he told 
me with a sincere directness. “I sure am a 
lucky guy. Such a pretty wife and a 
mother who’s pretty and young enough to 
be her sister.” 

The devil in my brain became overactive. 
\ lovely mother-in-law, was I? I would 
make Eddie Noble remember those words. 
[ would find out how charming I could be 
to him. After all, being an old hand in 
show business—Nancy told me he’d started 
out at the age of fifteen—he was no doubt 
the type who would cheat on any woman. 

I would never let Eddie Noble know that 
[ hated him. In fact, to the contrary, I 
would make him believe that I adored him 

with an adoration exceeding anything a 
mother-in-law is supposed to offer. Then 
when I had him in my trap, I would make 
him squirm. 

I had never been a wicked woman. But 
now, coldly, relentlessly, knowing I was 
getting ready to commit a very great sin, I 
sat there planning, believing that what I 
was about to do was the right thing to do 
because no one, I felt, could condemn any 
lengths to which mother love went. 

I began my campaign by insisting that 
Nancy and Eddie stay at my home. Eddie 
had a week’s layover between engage- 
ments. Nancy had called off all her dates. 
They had intended to take a suite in a 
hotel, but I convinced them that the joy of 
having them with me would make up for 
any inconvenience I would suffer from 
transferring myself to Nancy’s old small, 
hall bedroom. This was important. I had 
to have them around me so I could achieve 
my purpose. 

I set out to win Eddie’s admiration. I 
prepared the best of meals. I dressed in 
my most attractives clothes, clothes which 
normally I never wore around the house. 
[ had a gay, vivacious charm and youthful 
spirit which seemed inspired by the very 
deceit of what I was trying to do. Nancy 
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was thrilled at the closeness which seemed 
to spring up between Eddie and me, vir- 
tually overnight. 

“Oh, Moms, I knew you’d love him,” she 
exclaimed, kissing me tenderly. 

The day after they arrived, an accident 
happened which played right into my 
hands. Nancy insisted on cooking dinner. 
Laughingly she said that she didn’t want to 
get spoiled so early in her marriage by 
having me wait on her. While opening a 
can of tomato sauce, she cut her finger 
badly. Eddie and I made much of the in- 
cident, fussed over her, bandaged her 
finger and worried. Although it was a 
deep cut, Nancy laughed it off and accused 
us of treating her like a baby. 

But the next day, we found, to our 
alarm, that the finger had become discol 
ored and terribly swollen. I called a doc- 
tor in. Nancy’s finger had become infected 
and the doctor insisted that it would be 
nothing serious if she were taken to the 
hospital for a couple of days. 

The tragic expression on Nancy’s face at 
the thought of being separated from Eddie 
at the beginning of their honeymoon struck 
at my heart. But secretly, once I was cer- 
tain she would suffer no serious effects, I 
was grateful. For now I would have my 
perfect opportunity to be around Eddie, to 
be alone with him. 

We took Nancy to the hospital. She was 
so unhappy but both of us assured her we 
would visit every day and that certainly 
she wouldn’t be away from home more 
than two or three days. 

Back at the house that evening, I pre- 
pared Eddie’s dinner with more care than 
ever, suggested that we spend the evening 
looking at television. 

Eddie, somewhat quiet and thoughtful, 
thinking of Nancy and missing her was 
grateful for the light chatter I carried on 
in an obvious effort to console him. 

He insisted on doing the dinner dishes. 
While he did, I went into my room, 
showered, carefully dressed my hair, deftly 
applied some of the expensive perfume 
which Nancy had brought me and slipped 
into a daringly flimsy hostess gown. 

“Anything good on?” I called out to 
Eddie who was in the living room fooling 
with the television. 

“Coupla shoot-em-ups and a droopy love 
story,” he called back. 

“Be in directly, honey,” I told him. 

Slipping into the dining room, I took a 
scotch bottle out of the closet, fixed up a 
tray with ice, soda and glasses. 

Then I went into the living room. 

Eddie’s brow knitted, his eyebrows went 
up in astonishment when he saw me. 

“Whew, Mom,” he exclaimed. “You 
look like one of those Hollywood sirens.” 
Then he added, a bit nervously. “Why all 
the fireworks?” 

I placed the tray down on the coffee 
table in front of the divan where he was 
sitting. 

“Don’t you like the fireworks, Eddie?” I 
asked softly, leaning close toward him. 

His hands worked nervously. 


“Of course, Moms,” he said. “Of course.” 

I knew it wouldn’t do to rush things. I 
sat on the far end of the divan and quietly 
watched television. I was conscious every 
so often of Eddie’s quick glances in my 
direction. I made certain he was well sup- 
plied with scotch. 

After an hour I suggested: “Let’s turn 
on some radio music and dance, Eddie. No 
sense in our holding a wake just because 
our beloved has a little scratch on her 
finger.” 

“Oh, I don’t know, Mom,” he said rising. 
“T think ['ll turn in. Want to get up real 
early and go see Nancy.” 

I stood up, too. It was now or never. I 
moved close to Eddie and looked at him 
with the look a woman has when she wants 
a man. 

“Don’t you want to dance with me, 
Eddie?” I asked. 

He stared, whirled and turned on the 
radio. Jazz music floated from the set. 
Smooth, cool, slow jazz. I moved into the 
circle of Eddie’s arms. I went soft in his 
arms. He held me respectfully, but I 
pressed close against him and swayed with 
the music. I held one hand about his neck. 
I heard his breath coming hard. Just as 
the music was about to end, I flung the 
other arm around his neck, held him tight- 
ly, turned my lips up to his and said 
tensely, pleadingly: 

“Nancy will never know, Eddie, if you 
kiss me.” 

I saw the shock distort his face. But be- 
fore he could move or say a word, I had 
brought his lips down to meet mine and | 
kissed him with a passionate, lingering ten- 
derness which was at the same time a de- 
mand. 

A minute later, Eddie flung me from him 
roughly. His shoulders were braced, his 
words came out with a biting scorn. 

“What a shame that a nice girl like 
Nancy has such a witch for a mother,” he 
flung at me. 

He turned and went down the hall. I 
heard the front door slam as he went out, 
not bothering to find his topcoat or hat. 

I was stunned and, I must admit, some- 
what baffled. I had been positive Eddie 
would fall for my trap, that he would re- 
spond with a passion equalling the feeling 
I had pretended. I had been certain he 
would give me the proof I needed that he 
was unworthy to be my Nancy’s husband; 
that he would yield to temptation. 

Rapidly, I dismissed the unflattering 
thought that I had not made myself attrac- 
tive enough for him to give in. How I had 
messed up things, I thought. Not only had 
I failed to make Eddie weaken but I had 
angered, infuriated him and given him, the 
opportunity to humiliate ‘me before my 
own conscience. 

What if Eddie went to Nancy with the 
story of what had happened? That would 
complete the sordidness of the situation. 
Suddenly, I realized that Eddie couldn’t, 
wouldn’t do that. He would be afraid to 
tell Nancy a story so wild that she wouldn’t 
believe it. No, my Nancy would never lis- 
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ten to such a foul accusation against her 


mother. 

Eddie wouldn't dare go to Nancy. I told 
myself triumphantly. 

Then, in the next second. a stunning 
realization came over me. 

I could go to Nancy. Nancy would be- 
lieve me. I could lie to her, tell her with 
dramatic sobbing that Eddie had insulted 
me, had tried to make love to me behind 
her back. Nancy no matter how deeply 
she cared for Eddie, would take my word. 

That was it. That was what I would do. 

I wouldn’t go during visiting hours to- 
morrow. Eddie would be there. Td go 
earlier. Phone the hospital and get special 
permission. Tell them it was an emergency. 


COULDN'T sleep that night for plan- 

ning exactly what words I would use to 
win my child back. The thought neve 
occurred to me that in his actions that 
evening Eddie had proven to some measure 
that he was not the type I had sized him 
up to be. 

I went to the hospital the next morning, 
got permission to see Nancy and sat down 
by her bed. In my excitement and tension. 
I didn’t notice how drawn her face was not 
how calmly, almost coldly. she greeted me. 

“Nancy, darling,” I “There's 
something I have to tell you. It pains 
Moms so. much to have to bring you a story 
upsetting. 
when you seemed so happy and when I so 


began. 


so outrageous and especially 
wanted your marriage to be beautiful.” 

Nancy turned and looked at me, her eyes 
distant, almost as if they didn’t see me. 

“Yes, Moms.” she said in a 
voice. “Go ahead.” 

I told my story. I pulled every dramatic 
stunt I knew how. I described how Eddie 
and I had come back from the hospital, 
how I had tried to make things pleasant 
for him, thinking he was missing his wife. 
I told Nancy that after dinner, Eddie had 
suggested we look at television and have a 


strange 


drink in the living room. 

I described how surprised I was when he 
suggested that we dance. But thinking 
nothing out of the way. I added. I had 
agreed. I broke down into almost hysteri- 
cal tears as I described how Eddie had 
danced with me, held me tighter than 
necessary, then suddenly grabbed me and 
began raining frantic kisses on my face, 
and neck; how he had made an indecent 
proposal to me, declaring cynically that 
“What Nancy doesn’t know won't hurt 
her.” 

I felt filthy inside with my own lie as | 
finished. But I felt that I would get over 
that when Nancy decided that the man she 
had married was a beast. 

I was not prepared for Nancy’s reaction. 
To my horror, I realized she was staring at 
me with pity in her eyes, much as one re- 
gards the throes of pain of a dog run over 
by a street car. I shivered with disbelief 
as I heard her words, cold, calculated and 
condemning. 

“You're lying, Mother,” Nancy said. She 
looked deep into my eyes as she said it. 


Then she turned her face from me. looked 
toward the window and kept talking. every 
word sending a stab of guilt through my 
heart. 

“T know you're lying.” 
know why. Even in spite of the terrible 
thing you’ve tried to do to me and Eddie. I 
love you. I love Eddie too. When you love 
people. you can tell whether they’re lying 
or telling the truth. I know you better than 
you think, Mother. 

“When I decided to marry. I knew you 
wouldn’t want to give me up. So I just 
went ahead and married. I determined to 
stick by my marriage even if you opposed 
it. The minute Eddie and I walked in the 
door of the house I knew you hated him. 


she said. “I 


wanted to destroy our love for each other. 

“You see, Mother.” Nancy continued. 
“Eddie was here this morning already. He 
wasn't going to tell me what happened. 
He just wanted to say that he’d made up 
his mind that I shouldn't give up my 
career simply because we were married. | 
knew something had happened which made 
Eddie feel we wouldn’t be happy if I made 
my home here. For when he was on the 
road and when he was home, you'd be 
fighting us. 

“T found out long ago that Eddie and | 
can’t lie to each other. I made him break 
down and tell me exactly what happened.” 

It was silent in the hospital room as 
Nancy paused; as I sat by the bed. my 
head bowed with the utmost shame. 

Nancy's hand slowly came up from the 
bed. She cupped my chin in her hand. 
brought my miserable eyes level with hers. 

“You know what Eddie said. Moms?” 
she asked me. her voice choked with emo- 
tion. “He said he didn’t hate you for what 
you did. He said he knew that you weren't 
really a bad woman trying to seduce het 
son-in-law. He said, Moms, that you are a 
lousy siren; that he knew you were trying 
to do something against him because you 
loved me so much. But Eddie said you 
love me the wrong way. He said he can 
tell because he loves me the right way.” 

I moved my face away from Nancy’s 
hand. My head went down on the bed and 
tears came—great tears of anguish and re- 
pentance. My daughter had taught me the 
true meaning of the word love. 

That was six months ago. To this day. | 
am living with remorse for the awful sin | 
committed against my daughter, my son-in- 
law, against myself and God. I know now 
that often the thing we call mother love is 
self-love and the things we do which we 
call “going the limit for our children” are 
really crimes against decency. 

I just received a letter from Nancy. 
She’s still in show business. But she’s tired 
of it. 
home for Eddie and herself. She’s coming 
to our home and she has forgiven me. She 
says it was Eddie’s idea. I don’t deserve 
such a happy ending to my wrongdoing 
but I'll make up for it all by being a good. 
unselfish mother to the best daughter and 
son-in-law a woman ever had. 


And she’s coming home to make a 


THE END 


Stars and Numbers 


(Continued from Page 8) 


August 24 to September 5. 

These persons have an opportunity that 
occurs only once every 28 years. Those 
with April 22 to May 5 and October 25 to 
November 1 birthdays will do well to 
stop, listen and think in their daily af- 
fairs so that they will not be disadvan- 
taged or beset with needless problems. 
They should be careful to protect their 
health and finances. 

Libra birthdays from October 15 to 23. 
face a high tension period when decisions 
should be made with caution. Such per- 
sons should be reserved in any matters 
which arise outside their usual daily rou- 
This 
marriage. 

There are four dates when the planetary 
vibrations will be more orderly and _ har- 
monious than at any other period in the 
month, namely the llth, 17th. 24th and 
25th. These dates are best for forming 
new attachments, becoming engaged or 
getting married. also for entertainments 
Four dates that 


tines. includes engagements and 


and other celebrations. 
are less attractive are the 7th, 13th, 16th 
and 22nd. 

The full moon of the 18th and 19th ex- 
cites the romantic impulses of the young 
as well as the matured, both single and 
married. Number combinations with a 
strong planetary impulse are 3, 6 and 9, 4. 
8 and 9 and 3, 7 and 8. 

There should be good cheer for all and 
a long-to-be-remembered holiday season! 

December presents the following dates 
favoring the conduct of matters that are of 
importance for birthdays under the twelve 
signs of the Zodiac: 

Aries—1, 4, 5, 6. 9, 14, 16, 19, 23, 30. 

Taurus—2, 4, 8, 12. 15, 17, 20, 25. 

Gemini—1, 4, 7, 10, 14, 18, 20. 22, 24, 
28. 

Cancer 
31. 

Leo—2, 5, 7, 14, 18, 19, 23, 25, 27, 28. 





am of 2, 3. 7, 22, 15: ¥7, 24, 33. 


Virgo—1, 3, 8. 15, 17, 20, 21. 26. 28, 30. 
Libra—2. 4, 6. 10, 15, 19, 23, 25, 28, 29. 

30. 
Scorpio- 

pm 29, 31. 


1, 3, 6. 8 1, %, 2 Sy ms, 


Sagittarius—l, 4, 6, 9, 11, 15, 22, 24, 25, 
21, MO: 

Capricorn—1, 3, 7, 9, 11, 15. 17. pm 24. 
3, Si. 


Aquarius—2, 5, 7. 10, 12, 14, 15. 19, 25. 
28. 30. 

Pisces—l, 3, 7, 8, 12, 15, 17, 20, 24, 
pm 29, 30. 

Those who do not know the sign of the 
Zodiac under which they were born may 
obtain this information by sending a self- 
addressed stamped envelope together with 
their birth date to Helen Sides, care TAN. 
1820 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 1. 

Sl 
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I Married 
My 
Daughter 


(Continued from Page 24) 


second-hand truck I started with. 

It was several months after my arrival 
that I first met Oretha. I was sitting in 
Tom’s office discussing him the ad- 
visability of truck 
when a tall, stately woman entered. I 
remember thinking at the time that I had 
never quite so 
poised and self-possessed as she. She 
was a striking figure in her expensively 
tailored suit, the lines of which 
seemed to accentuate the bold, womanly 


with 


investing in a new 


before seen a_ person 


severe 


curves beneath. 
Before I could speak, Tom had jumped 
to his feet and was greeting her with a 


warmth that told me they were old 
friends. 

“How do you do it, Oretha? Each 
time I see you, you're looking younger 
and more attractive than before!” Tom 
declared. 


She didn’t act coy; she was pleased at 
his compliment, but she chided gently: 
“Save that for your younger clients, Tom. 
I enjoy a bit of flattery the same as any 
other woman, but don’t forget I have a 
grown daughter!” 

“And she looks like your sister.” Tom 
insisted. “How is Ellen, by the way?” 

“Oh, she’s fine. She’s so excited about 
going away to school!” Oretha took the 
seat Tom offered her. “T’ve decided to 
close up my house and get myself a place 
near the campus so [ can be with her,” 
she said. “I want to make all the ar- 
rangements now.” 

It was obvious she wanted to discuss 
her personal affairs with Tom so I got up 
to make my exit, telling Tom Id see 
him later. 

“Before you go, I want you to meet one 
of our most charming citizens—-Mrs. Ore- 
tha Washington,” Tom said. “Oretha, 
this is Val Phillips, the newest addition 
to our business community.” 

Oretha turned her full 
and something passed between us as our 
eyes met. I felt a surge of excitement 
when I saw the expression of interest and 
frank admiration on face. 
Tom noted it too, for he said, “You two 
should get together--a handsome bache- 
lor and a fine-looking widow. That’s a 
perfect setup for romance!” 

Oretha laughed lightly. I've 
been a widow long enough to discover no 


on me 


faze 


her attractive 


“Tom, 


man is keen on taking over a ready-made 


family. Especially not a handsome bache- 
lor!” 
“Don’t underestimate yourself, my 


dear,” Tom told her. “Judging from that 


look in Val’s eye, I'd say you’re just the 





woman who could make him desert the 
ranks of bachelorhood!” 

Flustered by Tom’s heavy-handed match. 
making, I said goodbye hastily and left, 
But the seed he had planted in my mind 
took root and grew. I found myself 
thinking more and more about Oretha 
Washington and from the discreet in. 
quiries | made, I learned enough abou 
her to realize that in addition to being 
extremely attractive she was a marvelous 
woman in many other ways. 

I learned that she had been widowed 
shortly before the end of World War II 
and her GI husband’s death had left her 
to struggle on alone with the burden of 
an eight-year-old daughter. For one rea. 
sen or another—perhaps her own ambition 
and pride—she never remarried, prefer. 
ing to make it on her own. Her daughter, 
Ellen, people said, was her whole life. 
Sending Ellen away to school had_ been 


her dream for years, and now she was 
about to realize that goal. 
There were rumors about how over. 


protective Oretha was as far as Ellen was 
concerned, and only later did I connect 
these with the fact that I never met or 
even caught a glimpse of Oretha’s daugh- 
ter. And oddly enough, the girl 
around town for at least two weeks after 
my first date with Oretha. 

It was just a few days after I'd met 
her in Tom’s office that I phoned Oretha 
and invited her to a luncheon given by 
the Businessman’s League. She _ readily 
accepted, although I thought it was a lit- 
tle odd that she made arrangements for 
me to pick her up downtown rather than 
stop by her house. 

We hit it off perfectly from the start. 
[ had several more dates with her in the 
weeks that followed. Yet, although she 
seemed to like me and enjoy my con: 
pany, I always felt there was some kind 
of barrier between us. When she'd give 
me a quick goodnight kiss after we'd 
been out together, I was positive it was 
a sincere gesture of friendship. 

However, it was far short of what I ex- 
pected. Oretha was not the kind of wom- 
an with whom a man could go on forever 
being just a pal. She had an air of 
smoldering passion about her that gen- 
erated excitement and desire. 

Being with her, having her near to me 
had convinced me that Tom’s jesting re- 
mark was true—I'd give up bachelorhood 
for Oretha any time she wanted me. It 
was frustrating, not being able to get her 
to talk seriously about the subject that 
was on my mind. Since I had definitely 
made up my mind to marry Oretha I was 
naturally curious about the child who 
might some day become my step-daughter. 
But Oretha spoke very little of Ellen and 
by the time she was ready to go off to 
school, I still hadn’t seen her. 

[ offered to drive the two of them to 
the depot the night Ellen was to leave. 
Oretha’s blunt refusal came as a distinct 
shock. I guess she could see that my 
feelings had been hurt because she re 
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lented and told me I could stop by the 
house at nine. But when I drove up in 
front of the house, it was dark inside and 
there was no response to my repeated 
ringing. 

Puzzled, I started back to the car. A 
woman who was clipping the hedge 
around the yard next door called to me, 
“Mrs. Washington and her daughter left 
about half an hour ago. I heard her tell 
the taxi driver to take them to the depot. 
Why don’t you—” 

But I didn’t wait to hear her advice. 
Oretha had deliberately lied to me about 
when she was leaving to put Ellen on the 
train. Why? As I sped toward the sta- 
tion, I grimly determined to demand some 
kind of explanation. 

When I got there, the train was just 
pulling out and, standing there on the 
platform, I caught a fleeting glimpse of a 


young girl’s face pressed against the 
window of a Pullman. Then the train 


picked up speed and as it raced into the 
night I turned to Oretha. 

“IT was at the house at nine sharp,” I 
said accusingly. 

She grasped my arm and said softly, 
“’m sorry, Val.” 

“If you didn’t 
with me you could have been frank about 
it.” I went on. “What's it all about, Ore- 
tha? I called myself trying to be help- 
ful. and -yet- 

“Please, Val! Not here 
Her eyes pleaded with me to understand. 
My anger was fading fast, but I still re- 


want to be bothered 


not just now.” 


sented her deception. 

“I'm in no position to demand an ex- 
planation,” I grumbled. “After all, we’re 
just—just friends.” 

Her fingers pressed into my arm. “More 
than that, Val.” she murmured. 

I searched her face for some clue to 
how she really felt She re- 
sponded with a warm smile that set my 
heart to pounding. “Will you take me 
home, Val? Please—” 

A short time later, we were in front of 


about me. 


her house. “Won’t you come in?” she 
asked. 
It was the first time she had invited 


me inside, but it was more than curiosity 
that made me accept. There were still 
a lot of unanswered questions between 
us and I meant to have the answers. Ore- 
tha led the way inside and I was close 
behind her as she groped for the light 
switch in the living room. I could see 
her dimly outlined in front of me, smell 
the exotic perfume she exuded. 

I reached out and turned her around. 
“Oretha—I’m a little old to play guessing 
games with a woman. There’s something 
I've got to know—” 

Slowly. her face lifted until it 
close to mine in the dimness of the un- 
lighted room. Her lips were moist, slight- 
ly parted as she offered them to me. “Is 
this the answer you want, Val?” she asked 
in a soft, husky voice. 

My kiss seemed to unlock a flood of 
passion within her, and as her lips blended 


was 


expertly with mine I felt a tremor run 
through her body. The questions I wanted 
to ask no longer seemed important. My 
whole being was caught up with the flam- 
ing desire for the woman in my arms who 
was returning my kisses with an eager- 
ness that left no doubt as to how she felt 
about me. 

Three months later, Oretha and I were 
married. I found out that until then, 
life had been empty and meaningless for 
me. All those I had lived alone 
were nothing compared to married life 
and the happiness it brought. It seemed 
that with Ellen away. Oretha poured out 
all her love and attention on me. I had a 
wife who not only was lovely and intelli- 
gent, but who also taught me the deep 
inner meaning of physical and spiritual 


years 


love. 

The one flaw in our relationship was 
actually only a minor thing, but nonethe- 
less irritating. When | into the 
lovely house Oretha owned. I found not 
The girl’s bed- 


moved 


a single trace of Ellen. 
room was locked tight and the only pho- 
those made when 


tographs of her were 


she was a child in pigtails. I never saw 
any of the letters Ellen wrote from school. 

Oretha interesting 
bits of information and mention that Ellen 
had sent greetings to her step-father. Other 
than that. I had only the vaguest notion 
of what the girl was like and none at all 


would pass on any 


of her appearance. 


| TRIED TO broach the subject once or 
dropped it when Oretha 


aside. 


twice, then 


ignored my hints or turned them 
One day I mentioned this strange attitude 
to Tom. 

“It beats me, Val.” he 
fully. “I’ve always had the feeling that 
Oretha was 
tries to keep her daughter from any con- 


said thought- 


one of those mothers who 
tact with men.” 

I nodded. “That would explain why she 
sent her to an all-girls’ school.” 

“But it doesn’t explain why she so ob- 
viously wants to keep Ellen from meeting 


her step-father.” Tom continued, “Unless 


“Unless what?” 

Tom hesitated a moment. then ventured. 
“Well, and a darned 
goodlooking one at that.” 

I scoffed at 
cided not to worry about the thing. After 
all, as long as Oretha and I were happy 
there was no point in worrying about a 
I wasn’t even sure I'd know 


you are a man. 


this suggestion and de- 


third person. 
how to act with a child around the house. 
So life went on, smoothly and happily. 

My business continued to grow and I 
became a respected member of Central 
City’s business and social circles. Even 
when Oretha refused to let Ellen come 
home for vacation the next year, I didn’t 
waste time trying to figure it out. 

Then, one day something occurred that 
should have been a forewarning of what 
might happen eventually. We had decided 
to convert the coal furnace to an oil 


| 
| 
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burner. Oretha happened to be out when 
the heating engineer came to plan the 
layout. so I was showing him through the 
house. The chimney ran through the 
room Ellen had occupied and the work- 
that he had to check its 


nan insisted 
location. 

Remembering where the spare keys 
were kept. I got the right one and had 
just unlocked the closed room when Ore- 
tha descended on us like an avenging 
angel. 

“What are you doing in that room!” 
he demanded. her voice shrill with anger. 

“Just man through the 
house. darling,” I replied. 

She rushed up to me and snatched the 
“Why do you think 
locked if it’s not to 
Don’t you ever go in 


showing the 


key from my hand. 
[ keep that 
keep people out? 


room 


hat room!’ 

Another year passed and then it was 
ummer again. Once again Oretha decided 
that Ellen should spend her vacation on 
ampus and I readily made out a check 

the school. 

{s I put it into an envelope for mail- 
ing, | suddenly remembered that outside 
of paying her tuition, I had never done 
anything for my _ step-daughter. So I 
yrote another check, one for $50 and made 
it out to Ellen Washington. It was just 
a gesture and I did it only because I 
thought she might appreciate some extra 
spending money. Little did I suspect the 
torm it would create. 

\ few days later, I was about to close 
ip the office when a slim young girl 
valked in. There was something familiar 
ibout her. yet I was positive [’d never 
seen her before. 

“May I help you?” I asked as she ap- 
proached my desk. 

“Hello.” she said, her face beaming. 
[’'m Ellen.” 

It took a few seconds for it to register 
und she laughed gaily at the stupid ex- 
ression that must have been on my face. 

“That’s right.” she said, “Your new 
laughter!” 

| got to my feet clumsily and held out 
my hand. “Yes. of course,” I faltered, 
only—well, it’s such a surprise to see 
you.” 

Ellen ignored my outstretched hand, 
tanding on tiptoe to plant a soft kiss on 

cheek. I felt her maturing curves 
press against me and I drew back quick- 
ly. “You’re—you’re a big girl,” I said, 
mentally adding, “almost a woman!” 

Ellen plunked herself down on the edge 


of my desk. “I’m big enough to resent 
the way Mother treats me,” she pouted. 


he way she keeps me away from home 
you'd think I had some dreadful disease!” 

[ had recovered some of my poise by 
then and I said reproachfully, “Speaking 
of your mother—does she know you're 
home?” 

The slim girl grinned and shook her 
head until the thick black curls danced. 
She'll blow her top when she finds out, 
ut I don’t care,” she said resolutely. “I 


4 


dropped my baggage off at the house. but 
when I saw no one was home I decided to 
come here and get a look at my new 
papa.” 

Ellen walked up to me and stood with 


her hands clasped behind her back. Her 
flashing black eyes bored into mine. “You 
don’t scare me.” she said evenly. A mis- 
chievous smile played about her lips. “Ill 
bet mother twists you around her little 


finger—and I can do the same!” 

I shook my head helplessly and we left 
the office. It happened to be Oretha’s 
club night so I had dinner out as usual; 
except this time I had a companion who 
proved to be very charming and not a 
little disconcerting with her frankness 
and vivacious manner. 

Oretha was in a towering rage when 
she met us at the door that night. Curi- 
ously, she directed her attack at me. not 
Ellen. “You sent her the money, Val! 
Why? What was your idea?” she shouted. 

“Please. Oretha, be sensible.” I begged 
her. “How was I to know the child would 
use the money for fare home?” 

“You had no business sending it to her 
in the first place!” she raved. 

“T don’t see what’s wrong with having 
her home for vacation.” I told her. “It’s 
plain that Ellen prefers it to staying at 
school.” 

“T don’t care what she prefers.” Ore- 
tha said icily. “As long as I'm her mother 
she'll do as I say. She'll leave town on 
the first train out tomorrow!” 

As it turned out. Ellen didn’t leave for 
school the next day, nor the next. She 
stood up to her mother and proved to be 
just as stubborn as Oretha. In the end, 
Ellen had her way. 


HE SUMMER started out to be a 

happy time, but wound up a_ night- 
mare. . Ellen would plan a picnic in the 
country and fix a lunch for the three of 
us, but Oretha’s sullen behavior on the 
outing would spoil it. Or perhaps Ellen 
would have of her friends 
over of an evening. and my wife would 
later berate me for joining in the fun. 

Finally, one night I could stand it no 
longer. “What’s wrong. darling?” I asked. 


some young 


“Nothing seems to go right any more.” 

“It couldn’t be your fault, could it?” 
back. “No! Just like a man, 
you blame me!” 


she shot 


I was more perplexed than ever. “Let’s 
have it out, Oretha. For a long time now 
I’ve felt that—oh, I don’t know- 
you had something against me.” 

“It’s a mother’s protect her 
daughter,” she said grimly. 

I stared at her. “I don’t get it.” 

Her eyes blazed angrily. “Oh, don’t 
think I’m blind, Val!  Ellen’s a_ very 
pretty girl and you're a man. Well, I 
don’t need a diagram to know- 

“Oretha!” I was too shocked to protest. 

“T’ve seen the way you look at her,” my 
wife continued, her voice rising hyster- 
ically. 


it’s as if 


duty to 


“Only as a father looks at a daughter.” 


I said. “Maybe if you’d try to have fu 
along with us you'd see that—” 

“I've seen enough to tell me you're jy 
love with her!” she shrieked. 

I didn’t even hear the rest of her tirade 
Her angry accusation was so far from the 
truth I could only stand there staring 4 
her. Finally, I left the house. 

Things progressed calmly enough unt 
the night of the big dance given by the 
Businessmen’s League. Apparently. Elle 
knew nothing of the violent quarrels he, 
mother and I had and I was glad of that, 
There was no reason for her to be upse 
by Oretha’s ugly suspicions. 

I couldn’t get Oretha to dance that 
night; despite my urging, she sat in 4 
corner and during the one dance Ellen in. 
sisted I have with her I could almost fee! 
my wife’s eyes boring into my back. 

Toward the end of the evening. the 
young people decided to continue their 
fun elsewhere. Ellen told me she and 
her friends were driving out to a nearby 
roadhouse. 

“Maybe you'd better tell your mother.” 
I suggested. 

Ellen made a face as she glanced over 
toward Oretha. “You tell her.” she said. 
“Mother’s been acting so strangely latel 
I'm afraid to say anything to her.” Ellen 
smiled and patted my cheek affectionately 
“I feel sorry for you. stuck here with all 
these squares. Why don’t you join us later 

that is. if you can talk Mother into it 
which I doubt!” 

After that, things happened in_ such 
rapid succession that I still am not clear 
just what did take place. A few mo 
ments after Ellen and her gang left. I was 
called outside. One of my truck drivers 
had been picked up on a traffic charge 
had come to me to post 
bond. The woman was so upset that | 
didn’t stop to let Oretha know where | 
was going, but got into the small sedan 
she was driving and we headed for the 


and his wife 


police station. 

What occurred after my departure. | 
piece together from various 
sources. It seems that Oretha suddenly 
noticed that both Ellen and I had left the 
hall and somehow got the idea that we'd 
gone somewhere together. Raving like 
a mad woman, she had dashed outside 
and jumped into our car. They say that 
the tires screeched like wild animals a 
she took off and headed down the street 
at breakneck speed. 

I was in the station house when the 
report of the collision came over the wire. 

Somehow, I knew Oretha was dead be 
fore they broke the news. She must have 
suspected the worst about Ellen and me 
and must have been blind with rage, for 
she had smashed directly into a lamp post 
that any sane driver could easily have 
avoided. 

At the end of summer, I sent Elles 
back to school and I tried to get back 
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into the routine of work. But I found my- 
self thinking more and more of Ellen. 

I thought of the times I had kidded 
with her about the boys who hung around 
her and the way she had insisted that she 
wanted an experienced, mature man. I 
had always changed the subject at that 
point, but now that my life was so empty 
again I wondered whether it might not be 
possible to be in love and not know it. 

One thing I positive of—I 
never even thought of such a_ possibility 


was had 


until Oretha, in her mad jealousy, had 
brought it up. 
At any rate. one day the following 


Spring. the door of my office pushed open 
and a slim figure stood looking across the 
room at me. 

“Ellen! What on earth are 
here? Why aren’t you in school?” 

Ellen, looking lovely and more 
grown up than ever, ran over to me. “Oh, 
Val!” “ve been miser- 
able!” 

She flung 


you doing 
more 
so 


she cried. 


herself into my arms and | 


tried to soothe her. But then I knew 
that it was not a daughter I was em- 


She turned her tear-stained face 
eyes told 


bracing. 
up to me and the glow 
me the truth. She pressed herself against 
me and when our 
child I was kissing, 
an in love. 


her 


lips met. it was not a 


but a woman—a wom- 


OM SAT SILENTLY for a long time 

after I finished my story. Dusk had 
fallen and the living room was filled with 
shadows. Somewhere upstairs was the 
young girl I had married that afternoon. 
Now that I had finished talking. I knew 
what it was that I was asking Tom 
should I leave now, before it was too 


late? Would I be ruining Ellen’s life if 
I went through with this marriage that 
had set all the tongues in Central City 


wagging? 
“I wish I could help you, Val,” Tom 
said at last. “What happened to Oretha 


was an accident, plain and simple. But 
this other 

“You're telling me it might make a 
difference, aren’t you?” I said. “Maybe 


even ruin my business.” 

Tom laid a hand on my shoulder and 
stood up to go. “Who am I to say? And 
if you love her, it won’t make any differ- 
ence, will it?” 

I heard footsteps on the stairs and I 
stood up to shake his hand. “You’re right, 
Tom,” I said resolutely. “It won’t make 
any difference at all.” 

He closed the door quietly as he left 
and I turned to greet my bride. Ellen 
swept down the stairs, her eyes shining, 
her arms outstretched, and came into my 
embrace. 

“Darling, I’ve been waiting,” 
gently, 

I was positive then—it didn’t make the 
slightest difference what people said or 


she chided 





thought. Ellen and I would live our lives, 
come what may, because we were in 
love. THE END 
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Love Made 
Me A 
Thief 


(Continued from Page 29) 


People’s Circle moonlight sail... . 

What a gorgeous evening that was. It 
didn’t start out that way because unlike 
most of the girls in the Circle that eve- 
I had come on the boat-ride unes 
corted. It wasn’t that I didn’t have a 
friend to bring me. For two years Id 
been keeping company with Jimmy Har- 
ris. Jimmy had wanted to take me on the 
boat ride. But after our quarrel, I'd been 
too proud to accept his invitation. 

Stupid quarrel that was. All because I'd 


ning, 


let the mischievousness of Sally Abrams, 
the church showoff, get the best of me. 


Sally, the type who never keeps a_ hoy 
friend and always tries to claim someone 
else’s. had been bragging that my Jimmy 
was dating her. I knew, in my heart. that 
it wasn’t true, that Jimmy had only been 
polite enough to pay her a bit of atten- 


tion. But some perverse. female urge 
made me nag Jimmy about it. One night 


he got tired of my picking on him and he 
told me hotly: 

“Okay. Jan, have your way. 
seeing Sally. So what!” 

I knew why he was saying it—just to 
strike back at me for my unreasonable. 
ness. But I was so sure of Jimmy that | 
thought I could afford to be mean. So | 
told him: “Go ahead and see her. See her 
all the time. I never want to see you again 

long as I live.” 

Jimmy had stalked off in anger and the 
minute he was gone, I wanted to call him 
back and apologize for the foolish argu 
ment. But I didn’t. By the time he got 
over his disgust with me, I was mad all 
over again at him because he’d had the 


So I am 


nerve to stay away so long. 

So I'd come on the boat ride alone. de 
fiantly determined to show Jimmy that he 
wasn’t the only pebble on the beach. 
Jimmy. to get even, had brought Sally. | 
was feeling sorry for myself and wishing 
I'd found an escort to make him jealous. 
when Walter came along. 

I'd seen Walter at Gethsemane 
now and then. He wasn’t one of the 
lar worshippers at the church, nor as far 
as I knew. a member of any family which 
attended services every Sunday. I'd ne 
ticed him because he didn’t seem to know 
anyone, was always by himself and looked 
much too handsome to be so alone. 

Walter’s bold good looks had registered 
with me, but hadn’t impressed me be 
cause, actually, Jimmy was my _ whole 
world, as far as men were concerned. Next 

Pastor Jackson, with whom I worked 
every day as church secretary and who ! 
adored as a daughter loves a kind father. 


every 
regu 
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Jimmy seemed to me the most wonderful 
man on earth. 

But right now Jimmy was trying to be 
smart. walking around the boat, his arm 
around Sally’s waist. How I wanted to fix 
him for that! Walter gave me the chance. 

[ was standing on the upper deck. my 
hack to the rail. listening to the happy 
yoices around me. hearing the soft laugh- 
ter of couples living in little 
their own, when Walter came 


worlds of 
unsteadily 
toward me. 

It wasn’t the pleasant rock and roll of 
the boat which made Walter unsteady, I 
could tell immediately. Unmistakably, he 
had been drinking. 

“Hi. girl,” he hailed me happily. 

| looked at him disapprovingly. 

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself 
being in that condition on a church out- 
ing.” I told him sternly. 

I expected to be laughed at for 
buke but Walter's reaction took me quite 
oft guard. He looked 
at me with a valiant attempt at soberness. 
“You're right. girl.” he told me 
He took a half-pint bottle from his pocket, 
before regarding 
continued: 


my re- 


came closer to me. 


seriously. 


me. 
“You re 


swayed unsteadily 


the bottle. and cer- 


tainly right. But if I had a girl, [ wouldn’t 
have to drink. A girl like you. | mean. 
“You know why some people drink?” 


he continued. 
they're lonely. 
that’s what it 


“Some people drink because 
It’s what you call escape, 


Defying my better judgment, I was be- 
coming quite curious about this young 
man who so readily admitted his wrong 


and had an alibi for it. 
“Why should you be 


“Seems to me as if you'd have 


lonely?” I asked. 
plenty of 
nice company if you knew how behave 
yourself.’ 

The intoxicated 
me so hard that I felt uncomfortable. 

“If I behaved myself, would you be 
he wanted to know. 
could answer, with a looping 
half-filled bottle 


young man stared at 
my 
nice company ?” 

Before | 
gesture. he had sent the 
over the side of the boat. 

“See,” 
I'd do anything for you.” 


he pointed out. “You're so nice, 


The dramatically abandoned bottle and 
the alcoholic compliment started the 
strangest evening of my life. Walter 
gravely introduced himself to me. cere- 


moniously invited me to sit down and talk 
with him, 

Ihad my misgivings, for one of my most 
tigid standards for male company was so- 
berness. Jimmy didn’t drink and I'd al- 
ways admired him for that. But 
Walter was somewhat under the influence. 
I could tell by his conversation and man- 
ner that he was in admirable command of 
his senses. 

His flattering striving to redeem himself 
in my eyes, plus the realization that I 
could use him to get back at Jimmy, made 
me consent to spend the rest of the trip 
with him. 

I found out all about Walter’s life. He 
had no parents or relatives in the city, was 


even if 


at the moment unemployed and knew very 
few people. 


Walter had a breezy, nonchalant air 
about him. but throughout the conversa- 
tion, I came to realize that he was actually 


a very lonely, sad person. He seemed 
to have wrapped himself up in a little 
ball, 

I’ve 
sympathetic 


very 


gone into a shell. 
been a 
person, a sob 
story. bBetore the Id 
forgotten that my acquaintance with him 
Jimmy 
inter- 


sentimental. 
for a 
over. 


always very 
sucker 


evening was 


had begun as a means of making 


jealous. I found myself genuinely 


ested in Walter as a person who needed 


help. companionship and understanding. 
Maybe it was a strong mother instinct in 
me. 

At any rate. I knew that I wanted to see 
more of Walter. I reasoned that it was 
only because all my training had been 
that you help the next fellow in any way 


can. Actually. the seeds of an attrac- 


tion for Walter were developing inside of 


you 


me. 

By the 
air and the 
proved my companion’s condition. 

“You know what?” 


cool 


the boat docked. the 
sobering conversation had im- 


time 


he inquired happily. 


“I’m sober enough to take you home. that 
is. if you'll sweet enough to let me.” 
He certainly had an engaging way of 


making a girl feel good. I consented read- 
ily, imposing the condition that we stop by 


him a stiff shot of 


a drug store and get 
seltzer. 
‘Anything 
sented. 
It’s a 
terest 


for you, satin doll,” he con- 
in- 
for it, 


My 


stronger by the 


fact that when you have a new 


and someone criticizes you 


your desire to develop it increases. in- 
terest in Walter was made 
comment Jimmy made as he passed by us 


in the crowd of folks getting off the ship. 


| ot HEADACHE 


“Can't you do better than pick up | 


drunks?” 
I flared up defensively. 

“This drunk I picked up is a better man 
*.I retorted. 
me, 
bitter 


Jimmy whispered nastily. 


drunk than you are sober,’ 
Walter. 
blissfully 
change. 
We walked a few blocks down from the 
drug store for the 
Walter told me: 


honey . 


a few steps ahead was 


unconscious of the ex- 


pier. stopped in a 
seltzer. Apologetically, 

“T can’t take you home in a cab. 
Like I said. ’'m sort of short these days, 
not working But I 
buy you an ice-cream soda and treat you 
to the finest bus ride on the Fifth Avenue 


and everything. can 


line.” 

He looked at me curiously. 

“You look even prettier on shore than 
you did afloat. baby.” he decided. “I've al- 
ways dreamed of finding the kind of girl 


who would make me feel like buying her 


an ice cream soda instead of a double 
scotch. You seem to be it.” 
I hadn’t been used to such glib talk. 


He 


warm all over, 


And with Walter, it seemed so sincere. 
made me feel good inside, 
kind of royalty 


like I was some maybe a 


princess. 
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We laughed and talked for an hour with 
the ice cream soda and the seltzer for an 
excuse. The dirty looks of the soda jerk 
meant nothing to us. When we got ready 
to leave the drug store, I realized with 
surprise that I hadn’t had such a pleas- 
antly wonderful time for as long as I] 
could remember. 


TP UNTIL THE time I met Walter, I'd 
been a one-man girl. I'd never let 
anyone kiss me except Jimmy. But for 
blocks before we climbed off the top of 
one of those interesting double-decker 
Fifth Avenue buses which steam along 
New York’s Seventh Avenue, I knew that 
Walter was going to want to kiss me good- 
night. And I knew that I was going to 
let him. 

How can I ever forget the way it hap- 
pened. We stood in the half-lit hallway 
one landing below the apartment where I 
lived. I'd told Walter grimly that taking 
me home meant climbing to the top of the 
building—five winding flights of steps. 

He must have counted the flights. At the 
fourth floor, he pressed my arm gently. 
\lmost as if it were a signal, I stopped. 
turned to him and waited silently. 

The next second his arms were around 
me, gently. firmly. I wanted them to be 
iround me. 

“Jan,” he whispered huskily, “is tonight 
going to be the beginning and the end? 
{re you a dream. Jan? Will I wake up in 
the morning and know that something 
wonderful me—but some- 
thing that is over?” 

I gave him the only answer I could give. 
[ raised my eyes to his and in my eyes 
was a command. 

“Kiss me, kiss me, Walter,” they told 
him. 

It wasn’t like me to be kissing a strange 
man in a dark hall. But when Walter’s 
irms tightened around me, when his lips 
came down on mine in a crushing, sweetly 
crushing pressure, I gave him my lips as 
though IV’d loved him for centuries. I 
hadn‘t. I’d only loved him for an hour or 
two. But it was going to last for months. 

Before I went to sleep that night, I lay 
in bed, thinking lovely thoughts. Jimmy. 
after all. wasn’t for me. Walter was the 
person destined to bring me_ happiness. 
Oh yes. Jimmy was all a girl was sup- 
posed to desire. Jimmy was good-looking. 
Jimmy was decent, respected in the com- 
munity and in our church, liked by my 
family. Jimmy was sober, hard-working 
and ambitious. Jimmy had everything. 

That was it. Jimmy had everything and 
he didn’t need me. Walter did. Walter 
was basically good. All he had to have to 
become somebody was love, trust and un- 
derstanding. There’s something about a 
woman which makes her very much at- 
tracted to someone who has convinced her 
that he needs her; that she can shape his 
life, build him into someone who can gain 
and hold admiration. 

My family wouldn’t approve, I knew. To 
Dad, Jimmy was a fine young man. Dad 


happened to 


eo 
IO 


had watched Jimmy grow up in Gethsem- 
ane Church. Mom was proud that Jimmy 
and I were a team. They would raise their 
eyebrows about Walter; Walter who had 
no job, no connections. But my mind was 
made up. I thought about Walter’s tell- 
ing me how hard it was to keep a job 
when what he really wanted to do was be 
I thought about the little fur- 
in Greenwich 


an artist. 
nished room he lived in 
Village. 

It was all so romantic. / would help 
Walter. / would encourage him. We could 
build a great life together. I fell asleep, 
dreaming of the day when all the news- 
papers would carry pictures of the new 
sensation in modern art—Walter Dash. I 
dreamed of the wealthy folk who would 
crowd the galleries where Walter’s pic- 
tures were on display. And I. Jan Dash by 
then. would hold his arm proudly as he 
revelled in his success. 

Jimmy couldn’t believe his ears the next 
day when he called. apologizing for his 
behavior the night before. pleading for me 
to make up with him, to forget our quar- 
rel. I was as cold as ice and as cruel as 
the biting sting of a March wind. 

“We're through, Jimmy.” I informed 
him. “Through for good. I’m in love now 
—really in love.” 

We had angry words; that is, Jimmy’s 
words were angry. As for me, I was con- 
temptuous of Jimmy, secure in my new- 
found love. 

Finally, Jimmy told me bitterly: “Okay. 
Jan. I guess there’s nothing left for me 
to say. But you’re making the mistake of 
your life. This new friend of yours is no 
good for you. I could tell it the minute I 
saw him. I'll be waiting, Jan. Always 
waiting. When you wake up, I won’t hold 
it against you. I only hope you don’t wake 
up too late.” 

I scoffed at Jimmy’s melodramatics. And 
I waited for Walter’s call. He’d promised 
to call me that evening. 

But Walter didn’t call that day or the 
next. I was-in a frenzy of fear that Id 
never hear from him again. The feeling 
I'd built up for him became more enor- 
mous as the hours went by. Could it be 
that Walter’d been only trifling with me 
playing on my heartstrings just for a way 
to pass the time. I was in a daze at work 
in the church office, misinterpreting in- 
structions, making unforgivable errors in 
Reverend Jackson’s letters. 

The kindly minister who had been more 
than a boss to me—a friend and advisor 
—noticed my distraction. 

“What’s wrong, Jan?” he asked. “Are 
you working too hard? Want a few days 
off? You’re not yourself.” 

I broke down and the tears flowed. 

The minister patted my bowed head 
gently. 

“Tell your pastor, daughter.” he said. 

I told him the whole story. Listening 
gravely, he thought for a few minutes. 

“Are you sure you’ve done the right 
thing, Jan?” he asked. “Jimmy’s a fine boy. 
He loves you very much. Sometimes the 


steady. dependable love seems tame com. 
pared to newness, excitement. This Walte 
sounds like the kind of person who coul 
bring fireworks into the life of a woman, 
Think about it, Jan. Pray about it and 
make sure that you’re doing what is right, 
Then. when your mind is made up, fight 
for what you want.” 

Fight for what I wanted, the pastor had 
told me. All the way home I battled wit) 
a daring idea. If Walter wouldn't come t 
me, I'd go to him. I had the address oj 
his combination room and studio in the 
Village. He had no phone, could hardly 
afford to pay the rent. he'd told me. Fight 
for what I wanted. I would go to se 
Walter—now—that very evening. 

Mother and Dad were curious when | 
said I had to go visiting. They'd tried t 
be understanding about my peculiar ac. 
tions around the house these last few days 
They pretended not to notice that Jimm 
wasn't calling any more. I ate a hurried 
dinner. dressed and left, taking the 8th 
\venue subway downtown. 

All the romantic things I'd heard abou 
the Village seemed ridiculous when, after 
much inquiring, I found the narrowh 
winding street on which Walter _ lived. 
Vainly I searched for his name on the 
mailboxes. I was about to give up, believ. 
ing that Walter had given me a false ad. 
dress. when it occurred to me to ask some 
young boys playing in the street for in 





formation. 

“Oh. the artist.” one of them replied 
quickly. “He lives in the basement. Around 
behind the building.” 

Timidly. I picked my way through the 
dark corridor. Finding no bell. I pushei 
open a door, went into the musty cella 
and knocked on the only door I saw which 
might lead to an apartment or room. 

There was no answer. 

I knocked harder. I took a slip of paper 
out of my purse and began writing a note 

Then I heard a voice. 

“Who is it?” the voice inquired. It wa: 
Walter’s voice. 

My heartbeat quickened with happiness 

“It’s me, Walter,” I cried. “Me. Jan” 

Reluctant sounds came from within @ 
if someone were getting up off a bed. 

I heard Walter coming to the door. 

He opened it, looked at me with dishe- 
lief. Then he took me in his arms. 

Kissing me, my face. my throat—right 
there in the doorway, he murmured: “You 
shouldn’t have come, Jan. You shouldn' 
have come.” 

“Oh. Walter,” I cried. “I had to. You 
wouldn’t come to me. I had to find you 
Walter, don’t you know, can’t you tell that 
I love you?” 

Holding me a little away from him 
searching my eyes as if to find confirms 
tion of my statement, Walter said: “Come 
in, Jan.” 

Walter led me into his small combine 
tion room and studio. Ever since he’d told 
me, sort of laughing at himself, about his 
Greenwich Village “headquarters” as be 
called it, I'd been curious to see the kind 








‘her 


i 
not 
on 
wit! 
alo. 
of 1 
Wa 


ling 
can 
you 
see, 
Ih 
spa 
I ji 
hou 
T 
min 
wou 
touc 
It v 
me. 
the 
" 
prid 
brok 
orn 
have 
“ 
clair 
had 
A 
“y 
Hi 
answ 
ba 
with 
you 
the 
treat 
i | 
teste 
eye. 
we v1 
ing 1 
It 
tacke 
were 















; COM of place in which he lived and worked. I | 
Valter tried to stifle a gasp at the bare poverty of | = i. 
could it. An ugly iron frame bed stood in the 
oman, middle of the floor. ” 
it and There were two straight-backed chairs, | - In Just Spare Time 
right, probably abandoned from one of the | WITH THIS , 
fight apartments in the building. From a sawed | es 

off. long, narrow table, Walter had made \; 
yr had a coffee table. stained it beautifully with *\ 
1 with some dark varnish. It was the best-look- { 
me ti ing thing in the place. A little hot plate | 
ess of good in the ame On the window sill | SAMPLE CASE 
nthe there were three plates. one of them No Experience Needed’ 
iardly cracked with overheating. | 
Fight Walter watched me looking at the shelf. | It’s easy for YOU to earn extra money as much as $15.00 in a day in spare 

time or full time—with this big, valuable Sample Case we send you FREE. 


= He waved at it airily. “My kitchen. little It’s jam-packed with over 150 samples of beautiful suit and overcoat fabrics 





































one.” he said. for you to show to friends, fellow-workers, and others. Then you just take 
hen | I could tell that beneath his debonair orders for fine quality made-to-measure clothes—and YOU POCKET A BIG 
ed t } tienda ty Teaia tae CASH PROFIT ON EVERY ORDER! No experience, no knowledge of 
( : 7 i > as e a asse é 7 4 ° ° , ° y apis 
mene eS base eerere re ' os tailoring needed—and no money needed, ever. We supply everything FREE 
ir ac: see his “home. —samples, style portfolio, complete order-taking equipment and simple instruc- 
days With a flourish. he gestured me to one tions for taking measures. We guarantee complete satisfaction to every cus- 
imm) of the chairs tomer. You can start making money the first day! Mail coupon below now. 
irried “ : nes igorwiiwne:. ax . cesses eeeseesesesesseoesas | j 
' One thing about everything 1round Your Own Personal Suits t STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. D-964 ; 
e 8th here,” he commented grimly. “It’s clean. Without i¢ of Cost! ; 532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. ; 
Everything was scrupulously clean. I : ° , g Please rush ABSOLUTELY FREE the valuable Sample 4 
‘ . ; We want you to wear and show our fine suits. g Case with suit fabrics and style display. Include in- t 
about noted the neat way two suits were draped When men see the expert tailoring, the superb fit, , Structions, money-making plans and details for getting 
ft | i led f | f quality and value—THEY ORDER! That's why 7 my own suits without paying one cent : 
alter on hangers, suspende¢ rom the raltters wo tank cic hia saan a eC : q 
ake it easy for you to get your own sults and 
° owe . . : Sv 3 >. © Name ve t 
rowly with sheets over them. These obviously. - rg a : = out — hs i an y Ph oi I Name Age ; 
s e ° e a 1 e cou ou ri SS 
lived along with the three shirts laying on one and age for your FREE SAMPLE CASE—TODAY! : Address ; 
nthe of the chairs constituted the main part of STONE-FIELD CORP.. oan D-964 | |... en ' 
ial itis eiitealee | 532 S. Throop Street - Chicago 7, Ilinois L221. e anne nnn =n == ===! 
e ad: “Where’s the most important thing, dar- 
some ling?” I asked. “Your canvas.” 
Tr it “Canvas?” he echoed. looking at me va- No classes to attend. Easy spare-time train- 
ah . . 66 | covers big choice of subjects. Friendl 
cantly. Then hurriedly, he replied: “Oh, = ar ; sanderé texts. Full credit for 
plied y >; > canvas i > co! x revious schoolin Diploma awarded. 
plied you mean the canvas [ paint on. Well, you f contains two La Tiege i tirthmonth — Ste PERE pe 
‘ound see, Jan, I keep what little art equipment | Birthdate. aoe a WAYNE SCHOOL iin 
° 1m : . | < . 1 a 
I have out in the cellar. There’s so little | s | 2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, Illinois 
nthe space in here. When I get ready to work. | : - . 
isher I just drag everything in and paint for | Make , man nd ” Fricads as a SONG POEMS WANTED 
—— | $ PRACTICAL NURSE 
TO BE SET TO MUSIC 






Send Your Poems Today For Free Examination to 


7} i | | Te s Oo > itz *S i ’ i 
ick he . we — vital _ nen collie lp A ene ert hes pone harper ene 


mind. If I hadn’t come to see Walter. | 
would he have bothered to call or get in 




















(GENUINE) RR | anv 
AN STYLE 


“Jan, there’s no sense in having false 


aper th with me? I he i hi on ee peas eee A. B. MASTER OF MUSIC 

aper touch wit 1 me 3 put the question to him. Pastebin WGSPTAL SCHOOL of NURSING 7 510-E So. Alexandria, Los Angeles 5, Calif. 

note It was a full minute before he answered 17812 Auditorium Bldg., Chicago, 1M. ’ “ —— J 
= a Sale fetal oo oie | MADAM JONES, W-wes7 | 

Was the eye and said sincerely: tk + AWE GIVE DAM 


4 vou L. 



































































ness pride with you. I’ve just been horribly 
jan. broke these last couple of days. Believe it A 
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pimples, 
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You can do something about it. Yes, 
now you can do more than just dream 
about a clearer, smoother skin. Thou- 
sands have proved it! Those happy 
people know what happens when they 
use Palmer’s SKIN-SUCCESS Soap. 


MEDICATED FOAM WORKS WONDERS 
This deep-acting complexion care goes 
right to work clearing away those sur- 
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the irritation... how it helps your skin 
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perked up with a feeling 
of healthy vitality. 
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With three children to support, we had a 
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Now, thanks to Lucky Heart, I can 
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Everything sells so fast, all you have to do 
out with it and it sells like hot cakes. 
I glad I'm a Lucky Heart Agent.” Mrs. 
E. B., South Carolina. 
{ GUARANTEE YOU, TOO, CAN BE A SUC- 
CESSFUL LUCKY HEART AGENT. I show 
1 how, send you everything you need to 
get started. Write today for free samples, 
ee sample case offer. Write Victor Wil- 
Dept. TC7, 400 Mulberry, Memphis, 
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My alarm at the size of the check--enough 
to pay for my lunch for three or four days 
—was overcome by the satisfied look on 
his face as we left the table. 

It was a calm, warm night. We walked, 
hand in hand. through the colorful streets 
of the Village. Something seemed to be 
troubling Walter. I probed around. trying 
to make him voice it. Finally. he did. 

“Jan. I don’t want you to think I’m no 
good, shiftless. a bum. I mean, maybe you 
wonder why I don’t buckle down and get 
a job, paint in my spare time. But baby. 
I’ve tried that and it’s impossible. When I 
come home from a day’s work, all my 
urge to create is gone. 

“So I do what I can, making sketches 
of people in the street, picking up enough 
change sometimes to eat and pay room 
rent. But sometimes. I just pick up enough 
to pay room rent—like this week. If only 
there was some way I could luck up on a 
couple of hundred. A loan or something. 
I could work undisturbed for long enough 
to turn out something worthwhile and get 
my start. I know I could do it. Some- 
times, it all seems so futile.” 

He stopped in the middle of the street, 
grasped me fiercely by both arms, looked 
pleadingly into my eyes. 

“Should I give it up, Jan? Give it up 
and be a common, ordinary person just 
stifling my life. crushing my urge to be- 
come famous. If you say the word, I'll do 
it for you, Jan. Just like I threw away 
that whiskey. Only. darling. if I have to 
throw away my dreams, it won't be as 
easy.” 

I was gripped with a great emotion. It 
seemed Walter’s very soul was crying out 
to me in agony. 

Gently, I took his arm, led him toward 
the sidewalk. 

“You're not going to have to give it up. 
dear,” I promised. “We'll find a way. Just 
wait and see.” 

The rest of the way home— Walter took 
me home on the subway—we talked hap- 
pily. Walter painted a gorgeous picture of 
his success coming like a miracle, of us 
being married. having a big. beautiful 
church wedding at Gethsemane. buying a 
pretty little home in Long Island some- 
where. I drifted on a gossamer cloud, just 
listening—and _ believing. 

He kissed me good night tenderly, hold- 
ing me close to him. almost as if I were 
something of china. something delicate. 
that would break. There was something in 
Walter’s touch. the way he caressed me, 
which made me feel precious, not panted 

after as some men pant like animals. 

I insisted on his letting me loan him ten 
dollars. I felt proud to be able to help 
him, so proud that I didn’t even care that 
with the ten dollars and the money I'd 
spent in the restaurant, I had virtually 
exhausted my allowance for the week’s 
carfare and lunch. 


ACK IN MY room, I sat on my bed, 
pulled open my dresser drawer and 
took out my bank book. Carefully, I studied 


the figures. Almost three hundred dollars. 


Money I'd been saving to take 
courses in stenotype and earn the raise 
Pastor Jackson had offered me once | 
completed the course and bought myself a 
machine. Stenotype or not, I had some. 
thing more important to do. Helping Wal- 
ter would be, after all, an investment. 
Some people invested in stocks and bonds. 
I could earn terrific dividends of happi- 
ness by aiding Walter in his career. 

Mother and Dad had always taught me 
caution with money. We’d never had a lot 
and we'd always used common sense with 
it. A warning thought in my mind made 
me question myself. Would I be doing the 
right thing? Taking money out of the 
bank to help a poor artist. Maybe Id 
never get my money back. Maybe Walter 
had been playing on my_ sympathies. 
guessing that I might have a tiny nest egg 
saved. 

The next minute I was horribly ashamed 
of my suspicions. Walter was so in earnest 
and so in need. And, after all, was any- 
thing too good for someone you loved 
regardless of how long you’d known him? 
My mind was made up. 

Tomorrow I'd go to the bank during 
lunch hour. Tomorrow night I would take 
the money to Walter. I'd make him get a 
decent room, stock his place with food. 
Then he’d be able to work and 
himself. 

The next night I was in the Village 

couldn’t help feeling a_ little 
walking around with all that 
money in my purse. I hurried to Walter's 
house. He was surprised to see me since 
our next date was supposed to be in two 


prove 


again. [| 


scared, 


or three days. 

I could hardly wait to get inside his 
room. Triumphantly. I opened my _ purse 
and shoved the wad of small denomination 
bills under his astonished gaze. 

“See. sweets. all for you. Don’t ask 
where from or why. Tomorrow, I’m going 
to take the day off and help you find a 
real place to live. Then we’re going to buy 
some food and every other day or so. I can 
come and cook for you. Now you can 
settle down to your work without worry- 
ing for a while.” 

Incredulously, 
money. 

I could swear that tears had started in 
He crushed me to him grate- 


Walter counted _ the 


his eyes. 
fully. 

“Jan, Jan, you're like something from 
heaven,” he cried. “Not only do you bring 
love into my life. but opportunity too.” 

I was satisfied I had done the right 
thing then. But some little persistent imp 
in my brain told me that Walter had ac- 
cepted my precious gift too easily. Even 
though I had asked him not to question it. 
it seemed a bit abnormal that he wouldn't 
express some curiosity. The disturbing 
question in my mind was fast blotted out 
with our excited planning for the next 
day. 

It took the next day, the next evening 
and the day after before we found a place 


some 
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which suited Walter. We saw a number of | even seen the canvas. Why, I wondered, 


vats clean, large rooms with cooking facilities | was he so mysterious about his painting. | “THE WORDS OF CHRIST” 
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MONEY NOW. On delivery pay only $1.50 plus 


ways around in his apartment. He’d sensed had to find a way to save Walter’s self- ‘ : 
. postage. Just try it. It will wash out but will not 








my disapproval, passed it off with a com- respect, to help him make his dreams— rub off. Pretty up. Have lovely looking hair the 
ment, “Need a little stimulant for work.” and mine—come true. easy quick way. WRITE FOR IT NOW TO 
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THE NEXT DAY was Saturday. All day 
[ mooned around the house, spending 
iost of the day in my room, sitting by my 
window, thinking, scheming. Where could 
| eet money for Walter? How? I thought 
soing to Dad, telling him the truth, but 

[ knew he would be very upset if he 
learned what I had done with my savings 

d that I was even thinking about trying 
to find some money to give a man he 
lidn’t even know. 

Maybe I could write my Aunt Beulah in 
Cleveland. She and my uncle Frank had 
been working together for years. running 
1 grocery store. She had more money than 
inyone in the family. But it would only 
et back to Dad that way. 

[ had to help Walter. I loved him so. 
He was so pitiful. I had to help him, by 
ook or crook. Yes, even by crook. As if 
me evil genius had planned it, just at 

t minute, my eyes fell on a folder I'd 
brought home for the weekend. A folder 

mm the office. A folder containing re- 

on the Sunday morning collections 

Gethsemane for the past month. Sun- 
lay morning collections. 

Crazy thoughts began to whirl through 

brain. Sunday morning collections at 
Gethsemane averaged six and seven hun- 
ed dollars. A lot of money. If Walter 
nly had a portion of that much money. 
could buy his materials. pay his rent. 

e crazy thoughts in my brain whirled 
ister and faster. I felt like a person in 

ve \ fantastic, diabolical scheme was 

ming slowly in my mind. Sunday morn- 
collection. 

\lechanically, my mind’s eye pictured 

Sunday morning collections were con- 
lueted. The ushers went up and down the 
les while the choir sang. They passed 
ge. silver, green felt-bottomed plates 
ind fro across the aisles. When they 
d covered the whole main floor and bal- 
they came slowly down the aisle in 
os, came toward Dad who stood at the 
nt of the church. 
They stacked the silver plates. bulging 
th silver and greenbacks on Dad’s out- 
etched, white-gloved hands. Then Dad 
ned slowly to Pastor Jackson. holding 
silver plates out for the pastor’s bless- 

Then Dad handed the plates to the 
irch secretary to take into the pastor’s 
ly to count. The church secretary— 


it was me. 

I'd never noticed the money before as 
inything but a collection to be counted. 
I bills to be stacked, the coins to be 
stacked. the total to be recorded. A_por- 

n of that money would save Walter. 

How could I think of such a horrible 
hing? Stealing from the church to help 

sweetheart. But I wouldn't steal. I’d 
st borrow. When I counted the money 
tomorrow morning, I'd slip a wad of bills 

to my purse. When [ got home. Id 

int the money and I'd make a note of 
ow much it was. No one would ever miss 
it. And I'd pay it back. I'd replace every 
penny. 


('d skimp on lunches and stop buying 


OZ 


clothes to save enough to pay it back. 
Church money. Wasn't church money 
given to help people? Walter needed help 
as badly as anyone on earth. Gethsemane 
was rich. Gethsemane would never miss 
the money. And anyway. I'd pay it back. 

I changed my mind a hundred times be- 
fore I went to sleep that night. I argued 
with myself. reasoned with myself. con- 
demned myself for thinking of sinning so 
terribly. justified my scheme in scores of 
ways. In the morning. I dressed for 
church as if I were in a daze. I hardly 
spoke to Mother and Dad during break- 
fast. 

I seemed to be living in a state of sus- 
pension on the way to church, all through 
the services. up until the moment when, 
by habit. I took my seat in the front of 
the church. watching Dad’s erect back as 
he received the silver plates from the 
ushers. 

Everything seemed to go into slow mo- 
tion from then on. Dad turned deliber- 
ately. Pastor Jackson murmured words of 
dedication over the offering. Dad turned 
to me. I stood up and accepted the plates, 
walked into the pastor’s study. 

There it was in front of me on the long 
table. Money. It seemed like all the money 
in the world and Walter needed such a 
little of it. I couldn’t. wouldn't do it, I 
determined. I would just count the money. 
as always. There must be some other way. 

Outside I heard the choir singing. Like 
a robot I stacked the coins. counted the 
bills, separated the ones from the fives, 
the fives from the tens. I began listing 
the amounts. Now I heard the choir sing- 
ing the doxology. Wildly. I told myself. 
this is it. Either you do it now or you 
don’t. You don’t. I decided firmly. But 
then up in my tortured mind came the 
image of Walter. broken up in sobs, Wal- 
ter crying piteously: 

“Tl have to give up. after all, Jan.” 

I didn’t even think another thought 
about the wrong of what I was doing. I 
took five tens off the top of the pile of ten- 
dollar bills. I took five fives and some 
ones. I folded the thick wad and shoved 
it down in my stocking. 

I felt delirious. My heart thumped 
madly. I had to get out of there. Rapidly 
I recounted the stacks of money. totaled 
the figures on the adding machine. placed 
the slip on Pastor Jackson’s desk and 
dialed open the safe to place the rest of 
the money inside. When I went out of the 
study door. church had ended. 

The people were streaming down the 
aisle. stopping to chat with friends. jam- 
ming up my passage. I wanted wildly to 
get out. I brushed past people who were 
in my way. Out in the street. I didn’t even 
wait for Dad. I hailed a cab and gave the 
driver Walter’s address. 

For the second time. Walter was hys- 
terically grateful when I shoved a wad of 
bills in his hand. For the second time he 
hugged me to him. And, for the second 
time, he didn’t ask questions, seemingly 
accepted the money as a matter of fact. 


I felt nothing like the exultation [ 
had experienced when I had given him 
money before. It wasn’t my money. It 
was stolen money, tainted money. I was 
so unhappy about it all. In Walter’s arms, 
I broke down and cried as if my heart 
would break. 

“What’s wrong. darling?” he asked anx. 
iously. Then. trying to cheer me with his 
always ready wit. he added: “Sorry you 
love a gold-digger?” Sorry you're giving 
me your hard-earned money?” 

I couldn’t contain myself. I had to let 
out the awful secret. 

“Tt isn’t my money. Walter. I stole it. 
Stole it frem the church.” 

If Walter had slapped me in the face, 
he couldn’t have shocked me more than 
he did with his reaction to my confession. 

Holding me off from him, gazing at me 
with an expression of wonder and—yes— 
admiration, he exclaimed: 

“Gosh, girl. I didn’t know you had it in 
you.” 

My sobs stopped suddenly. I stared at 
him. 

“Walter.” I cried. “You mean you don't 
condemn me for what I’ve done. You 
mean you still want that tainted money, 
money stolen from a House of God?” 

Walter laughed—a harsh laugh. I 
couldn’t believe my ears as he said: 

“Tt spends, doesn’t it? Just as good as 
any other money. What do you mean. do 
I want it? Jan, you’re a smart girl. Smart- 
er than I thought! You and I can really 
go places. Now we can stop jiving each 
other. You thought that I was an artist. I 
thought you were a hard-working girl. giv- 
ing me your savings.” 

Shock was piling upon shock. 

“What do you mean—I thought you 
were an artist?” I demanded. “Aren’t you 
going to use this money for materials. to 
work on your canvas?” 

Walter doubled up with laughter this 
time. I watched him with horror. The 
truth was beginning to dawn. He straight- 
ened up. 

“There isn’t any canvas, baby.” he de- 
clared. “There never has been. I can’t 
even draw flies. much less paint pictures. 
But why should we worry. We’ve got an 
operation. I’ve got you and you’ve got the 
inside track on a smooth racket. How 
much did you get this time?” 

He unfolded the wad and began count- 
ing. 

I fell back a step. watching him. Why 
hadn’t I seen him before? Why hadn't I 
noticed the cruel lines, as well as the 
handsome ones in his face? Why hadn't I 
suspected that I was being used? That I 
was the prize sucker? 

What a sordid situation I had walked 
into. I had committed a crime almost un- 
imaginable because I thought I was help- 
ing a sensitive person in distress. At that 
moment. all the love I thought I had felt 
turned to cold hatred. 

“Give me that money back,” I shouted. 
“I’m going straight back to church and 
return it and tell the whole story of the 
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ENJOY NEW HAIR BEAUTY— 
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LANSON ANTISEPTIC CONDITIONER 
FOR HAIR AND SCALP 


Brings you these benefits: 


Brings you new halr beauty and lustre. 

Helps prevent splitting and breaking off at ends 
due to dryness. 

Softens, smooths, harsh dry brittle halr. 

Removes ugly, loose flaky dandruff, 

Relieves tormenting Itching of dry scalp. 

Makes your hair as long as possible. 
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Charges Or Send $1.50 with order. No more to pay. 
Your money back If you’re not letely delighted! 
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| TAKE BLACK-DRAUGHT 


IN EASY, PLEASANT-TO-TAKE 


TABLETS, NOW! 


Famous laxative 
for constipation... 
\\sweetens up your 
NN &* insides, too! 


They’re new! They’re 
good news! So handy! So easy to 
take! So pleasant. And, an exact 
measured dose—no “guessing.” 

New Black-Draught Tablets re- 
lieve constipation overnight. They 
help sweeten your sour stomac 
too—so you wake up feeling bright 

—frisky as a kitten! 

If you need a laxative, chances 
are you need a stomach-sweetener, 
too...and that’s what you get in 
new Black-Draught Tablets. They 
give prompt relief from that logy, 
headachy, gassy feeling and bad 
breath that come when stomach is 
soured by constipation. 

WORK FAST...BUT GENTLY 
New Black-Draught Tablets do not 
gripe. Made from pure vegetable 
herbs, they work gently ...to bring 
you two-way relief...while you sleep. 

Famous Black-Draught comes in 
Powder and Granulated forms, too. 












HELP CHILDREN When constipation 
sours a child’s di- 


gestion and disposition—give Syrup of 
Black -Draught. Youngsters love this 


honey-sweet liquid. So gentle and surel 


begun figuring how much to steal to keep 
suspicion away from me. 

One night Walter told 
we're fooling with chicken 
make a haul—a big haul.” 

“How. Walter?” I asked. 

He considered silently for a minute. 

“The church has a rally coming up, 
doesn’t it?” he wanted to know. 

“Yes.” I admitted. “For the building 
fund.” 

“They take in lots of money at a rally. 
don’t they baby?” he asked significantly. 

“They do.” I answered. “But 

“But nothing.” Walter shot back rough- 
ly. “But Sunday night after the rally is 
over and the money is put away. you're 
going to be in the office and someone’s 
going to hold you up. That someone is 


me: 
feed. 


“Baby. 
Let’s 


going to be me. 

“You're going to open the safe because 
someone is going to point a gun at your 
back. No one can blame you and when 
things cool down, we'll get married and 
we can stop all this petty larceny. Get 
married. Go away and start a new life. 
Will you do it, baby? For me?” 

“Yes, Walter.” I whispered. 

The plan went off like clockwork. The 
rally had been a big success. More than 
nine thousand dollars had been turned in. 
It was in the safe. I was in the office 
alone when Walter. masked and armed. 
knocked on the back door. I opened it. 
let him in, motioned to the open safe and 
he took the money and left. I screamed, 
fell in a make-believe faint and suddenly 
the office was swarming with people. 

The police came and asked me ques- 
tions. I passed the test with flying colors. 
I got away with it. I had done what Wal- 
ter wanted. Maybe [ would have never 
been discovered—if it hadn't been for 
Pastor Jackson. 

It was a week later at Sunday morning 
service that Pastor Jackson announced 
that the money stolen from the church 
office had been replaced by a friend of 
the church to keep his 
name unknown. 

For some reason. which to this day I 
cannot understand. curiosity about this 
anonymous benefactor nagged at my mind. 

In the study. after service, I waited for 
the pastor. 

“Reverend Jackson.” I asked. “who re- 
placed the church money?” 

The minister’s kindly 
gaily. 

“That’s a secret. daughter.” he replied. 

I tried to think of some clever,way to 
worm the information out of him. But as 
I did. a sober look came into his eyes. 

“You’re my confidential secretary. Jan.” 
he said. “Tl tell you who the benefactor 
is, if you promise never to tell. It’s me.” 

“You?” I gasped. “But. how .. .” 

The minister clasped his hands 
looked deep into my eyes. 

“It’s my salary.” he said. “The salary 
the church has been paying me for a num- 
ber of years. I haven't used it to live. As 
you know, I do a deal of writing and I've 


who preferred 


eyes twinkled 


and 


been able to make my living that way. I’ve 


saved this money for a purpose. | never 
quite knew what it was. Then when some 
evil influence came into the House of God 
and made off with the consecrated offer- 
ings of hard-working men, widows. chil- 
dren and ordinary folks who have faith, | 
knew why I had saved my money. 

“I had saved it to show some sinner 
somewhere——the man who forced you at 
the point of a gun to give away the church 
that God isn’t stopped by the sins 
of man. I love this church, Jan, and | 
love the faith of its people. So I decided 
to help God work a miracle.” 

[ stared at the minister as he finished 
speaking. How calmly he talked of giv- 
ing away his life savings. How beautiful 
his face appeared as he sat at the desk 
before me. A great flood of remorse flowed 
inside of me. As sunlight breaks across 
the skies. a great flooding light of realiza- 
tion came to me. The words Pastor Jack- 
son had spoken were love. The life he 
lived was love. The sacrifices he was will- 
the very essence and 


money 


ing to make were 
meaning of love. 
What Walter had offered me 
love. What [ had felt for him which made 
that wasn’t love. 
Love 


was not 


me a despicable sinner 
Love was real and not demanding. 
was honesty and freshness and unselfish- 
ness—-like Pastor Jackson giving away his 
security: like Jimmy saying he’d always 
be around if IT was in trouble. 

trouble I'd committed 
what seemed a_ perfect crime. But no 
crime is perfect since you can never es- 
cape from yourself. I wasn’t afraid of 
losing Walter now. I wanted to lose him. 
{ wasn’t afraid of what would happen to 
All T wanted was to be clean. whole 


I was in now. 


me. 
again. 

“Pastor Jackson.” TI said, “your miracle 
has worked on the thief. IT am the thief.” 

[ felt clean then. The minister and | 
talked for an hour. I told him every 
shameful detail of my sin. He didn’t 
condemn or scorn me. 

“You've confessed to God now. daugh- 
ter.” he said. “Now you must tell the 
police. 

I'm waiting now in the study. The 
police will be here any minute. I am not 
afraid. I only hope that. after I’ve paid 
my debt to society, Jimmy will still be 
waiting. If he is, Pll prove to him that 
now I know the meaning of love—that it 
is a thing you rise to claim—not a thing 


THE END 


you stoop to conquer, 
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I Coveted 


Another 


Wife 
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Man’s 


(Continued from Page 27 


budge him. so | started out to get help. | 


saw your light 


She opened her eyes and gazed at me, 


Again I was struck by 
she bore to Vernice. 


pleading silently. 
the eerie 
She swayed slightly and caught her bottom 


resemblance 


lip between her teeth, 

“Look, you’re in no condition to go back 
out in all that rain,” I told her. “Just tell 
me where your car is and [’ll go get your 
husband.” 

It didn’t make sense, but I was angry at 
her husband. a guy I hadn’t even seen yet. 
What kind of dope was he, speeding along 
familiar with? 


] looked 


man could 


country roads he wasn’t 
And with his wife in the car, too! 
at her. how any 
foolishly endanger her life. 


“Please hurry!” she said urgently. 


wondering 


BROKE OFF my 
my rain coat and hat, slipped into them 
A short time 
down the 


staring and got out 


and ran out to the 
later. | 
road, 
side for 
About a mile away I spotted it, the front 
end jammed against the trunk of a big 
oak. I didn’t dare pull off the road for fear 
of getting stuck in the mud so I maneu- 
car so the headlights illuminated 


garage. 


was creeping muddy 


peering out the windows on either 


some sign of the wrecked car. 


vered my 
the scene. then I hurried over to the other 
car. It was a beat-up Chevvy a with 
judging by 


for the 


out-of-state license plates and, 
the looks of it. 
junk yard long before the wreck. 

I sloshed through the ankle-deep pud- 
dles in the ditch and ripped open the door 


it was a candidate 


on the driver’s side. A young man, his face 
bloody from a 
against the seat by 


steering wheel. 


ne gash, lay pinned 
the bent 
I worked to free 
I noticed a ae case and a cheap 
valise lying on the floor. 

By the time I pulled his limp body out 
and carried him to my car, the bleeding 
had started up again so badly that I was 
afraid to waste time going back for the 
baggage. That could wait; the main thing 
was to get medical help for the husband of 
the girl waiting for our return. 

I expected the girl to break when she 
saw me come in with Herbie in my arms, 
his blood all over the two of us. But she 
didn’t get the least bit emotional, although 
she must have been all tied in knots inside. 
She carried out my directions swiftly and 
efficiently as we got him into my bed, and 
cleaned and bandaged the cuts. She even 
had a pot of coffee working when I joined 
her in the kitchen after phoning Dr. Fields 


twisted 
him, 


and 





over at the county seat. then changing into 
dry clothes. 


“Hey, 


claimed 


terrific!” I ex- 
down cups 


you're slightly 

I watched her get 
saucers. 
I’ve got 
mind off—” She 
toward the bedroom 
was. “He'll be all right 
asked hopefully. 


I nodded reassuringly. 


and 

zy to do something to keep my 
worried face 
husband 
won't he?” she 


turned her 
where her 


“We stopped the 


bleeding and seems to be resting com- 
fortably. All we can do now is wait for the 
doctor.” 

She sank down into a chair 
hands. My heart twisted. 


with her thin, 


and sat look- 
ing at her She 
angular 


And 


resemblance 


was so like Vernice, 
that just 
attraction. The 
I had keep reminding 
myself not to stare. 

“I don’t know 
said suddenly. 


face missed being pretty. 


that 
was so startling 


was its 


thank you,” she 
know 


how to 


“T don’t even who 


you are.” 
“Tm Vic 
sort of a 
Arrowhead. 
husband?” 
“My name is Sara Young. 
A good one.” she 


told her. “I’m 
here at 


Bronson,” I 
permanent fixture up 
What about you, and— your 
Herbie’s 
added, as 
“He’s been 


musician. 


daring me to contradict her. 


making all the resort spots, but at every 
place—well, maybe the other men in the 
band would get jealous of Herbie or make 


passes at me, so we'd move on.” 

She swallowed and dropped her eyes. 

“What are you doing way up here?” I 
asked, pouring the steaming coffee. 

“Herbie was hoping to get a job in the 
band at the club here.” she told me. 

“But the club has been closed for weeks. 
locked up tighter than a drum until next 
year.” 

“Oh, no!” She seemed about to cry. She 
pressed her knuckles against her lips and 
with dismay. “We— 
dollars to come 


her eyes were wide 


we spent our last twenty 
up here.” , 
“Tough I studied her over the rim of 
“What about the 
That all gone?” 
enough to pay the 
said tearfully. 
lost our money.” 


my cup. money from his 
other jobs? 

“T don’t 
doctor when he 


“Herbie 


even have 
comes.” she 


that is, we 


She didn’t have to explain. I could 
guess how the dough was lost and that 
Herbie was the one responsible. “Well, 
you don’t have to worry about the doctor 


bill,” I said. 

She licked her lips. 
thanks. But 
for us?” 

It was the 
I'd already 
stay at my 


‘All I can say is, 
why are you doing all this 
same question I'd been asking 
made mind to 
place and it didn’t 


myself. up my 
let them 
make 


I was 
bothering to ask their 


sense. Two complete strangers, and 
taking them under my wing without 


consent. I gave a 


short laugh and shrugged my shoulders. 
“Let’s just say that some of Arrowhead’s 
hespitality rubbed off on me,” I said 
lightly. 


doctor came, he examined 


When the 
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Herbie and found that fortunately no ribs 
had been broken, but taped him up and 
said the patient was not to be moved. Leav- 
ing Sara in the bedroom with Herbie, who 
was sleeping under a sedative, I called the 
loctor aside. 

What’s the verdict, Doc?” 

I'm pretty sure there are no internal 
njuries, but we’d have to have x-rays to 

positive.” said Dr. Fields. “This couple 

ire they friends of yours?” 

Yes. Why?” 

He pursed his lips thoughtfully. “On 
my way here I passed a state police patrol. 
[he troopers had just found an abandoned 

ir. It seems the car had torn up state 
property in smashing into a tree.” 
Did they find the driver?” I asked in- 
cently. 

He shook his head. “But when they do, 

face some serious charges!” 

If he suspected that Herbie was the 
er, he said nothing. I paid him and he 
mised to call the next day. From what 
had said. Herbie’s trumpet, the car and 
their things would be in police hands 
i the only way to get them back would 
to confess being responsible for de- 
ction of public property. What a mess! 
[ sat down at the fireplace and gazed 

the smoldering ashes. A short time 

[ heard Sara come out of the bed- 
She sat down on the shaggy rug 


the hearth. I gave her a smile of en- 


ragement. But she didn’t smile back. 
There were tears brimming in her eyes, 


her mouth quivered. 

People have never been very kind to 
she said in a low voice that was an 
of Vernice’s. “I’m not sure I know 
to take it. Herbie and I have each 

her, and that’s about all. Then, tonight, 
[ found out what it’s like to be alone and 

ehtened and—well, I guess you saved 
life, and mine too.” 

Forget it!” I said gruffly. 

[ got up and shoved my fists into my 

ckets and walked around the room. I 
iad to get it out of my mind that this was 
Vernice curled up in front of the fire; I 

id to realize that this was a different 

man—and more than that, another man’s 

Sara was sitting with her head in her 

nds, her slim shoulders slumped over 
vith weariness. 

You're dead tired, aren't you?” I asked. 

She nodded without looking up. I went 
ver and lifted her to her feet, marvelling 
it how light she was. Touching her, I real- 
zed that her clothes were still damp and 
that unless something were done pretty 
juick I'd have two patients on my hands 
instead of one. 

[ also realized something else—some- 
thing more than a little disturbing. I was 
ieading for trouble if I allowed myself to 
go overboard just because of Sara’s incred- 
ible resemblance to one I had loved and 
lost, but had never forgotten. 

[ stood there with my hands on her 
unable to release her. I don’t think 
ira noticed my staring or the way I was 


irms, 


00 


holding her longer than necessary; sue 
was too worn out and exhausted with fear 
and worry. Her eyes kept closing, and 
then she’d jerk herself up with a sigh and 
an apologetic smile. 

“You'd better get some sleep,” I said 
thickly. With an effort, I dropped my 
hands. Then I went to the closet where I 
kept all of Vernice’s things and took out 
a gown, a gay, frilly thing that she’d never 
had the chance to wear. When I handed 
it to Sara, she started toward the bedroom, 
then stopped. 

“We've taken your 
“Where will you sleep?” 

I waved her on. “Don’t 
me,” I told her. “I'll make out.” 

Later, when I went to the bedroom door 
to look in on them, the light from behind 
me fell across Sara’s smooth brown face 


bed,” she said. 


worry about 


in such a way that she was more than the 
mirror image of my wife—she was Ver- 
nice! Involuntarily, I took a step toward 
the bed, and her name escaped my lips. 
“Vernice!” 

The sound filled the room and the sleep- 
ing figure stirred slightly. The movement 
sent me retreating into the living room and 
I went back to my low-slung armchair. I 
sat there through the night and was star- 
ing through the windows at the breaking 
dawn the next morning. 


HE BIRDS were singing love songs 

and the dew drops that glittered on 
the fall flowers were jewels. And for the 
first time in two years I could feel life. 
exciting and vibrant. quivering through 
my veins. The reason was a girl who 
looked like Vernice, walked and 
talked and smiled like her; she was sleep- 
ing in my bed. 

It didn’t matter that she belonged to 
another man, or that I knew nothing about 
her. I knew only that she had walked into 
my life and that I was ready to do any- 
thing to keep her near me. 

Only then did I fall off to sleep. When 
I awoke I looked around for Sara but she 
was no where in sight. I hurried to the 
bedroom. Only the silent form of her hus- 
band lay on the bed. I turned to go out 
and heard a weak but arrogant voice de- 
mand, “Who are you?” 

I swung around. Despite the bandage 
on his face I could see that he was good- 
looking, in a pretty-boy way. but lacked 
character or depth. I wondered how Sara 
could get hooked up with such an obvious 
phony, then on second thought I realized 
what a romantic figure he must make 
standing on a_ band _ stand, stylishly 
dressed, and making music that “sent” the 
listener. Even a sweet girl as level-headed 
as Sara might be swept off her feet. 

Yes, Herbie was the type who could so 
infatuate a woman that she would lose all 
sense of balance. Immediately, I sensed 
that was what had happened to Sara and 
I guess that was when I cast myself in the 
role of Sir Galahad and made up my mind 
to rescue the fair maiden. 

Herbie repeated his question peevishly. 


who 


“Who are you?” 

“Vic Bronson,” I said shortly. “This is 
my house.” 

“Where’s my wife?” 

I didn’t like the suspicious tone of his 
voice, but I told him, “I don’t know—I 
just woke up. You know, we had a pretty 
rough night bringing you here in one 
piece,” I reminded him pointedly. 

“Thanks,” he said sullenly. 

We gazed at each other for a long time. 
Before either of us could speak again. 
Sara came in. It was like the sun break- 
ing from behind clouds. She was dressed 
in one of Vernice’s dresses, and had on a 
pair of my wife’s high-heeled pumps in- 
stead of the flats she had been wearing. 
Her hair had been fluffed out and brushed 
until it glistened, and in the daylight. her 
face was more lovely than I remembered. 

“Hi, fellows,” she greeted us. “I found 
this dress and these shoes in the closet.” 
she told him. “I hope your wife won't 
mind.” 

“I'm glad you used them,” I said. “My 
wife-—died some time ago.” 

“Oh. I'm so sorry!” Sara said quickly. 
her sensitive face mirroring her sympathy. 
“T didn’t know.” 

~“Where’ve you been?” Herbie’s petulant 
voice grated on my nerves. 

“Shopping,” Sara announced. “Vic, your 
kitchen shelves were as bare as Mother 
Hubbard’s! But I fixed that. By the way,” 
she added with a gay laugh, “I hope your 
credit is good up at the general store. The 
grocer let me have the food when I men.- 
tioned your name.” 

“Sure. get anything you need.” I told 
her. 

“Seems to me you’re handing out an 
awful lot of charity to a couple of strang- 
ers, Mister!” Herbie snapped. “We’re flat 
broke, you know. What’s your angle?” 

“Herbie!” Sara’s cry was sharp and 
ashamed, and her eyes reproached her 
husband before she turned to me, plead- 
ing. “Please, Vic, he didn’t mean to be 
nasty.” 

I swallowed the swift anger that had 
risen at Herbie’s words. My mouth came 
together tight, and I walked out of the 
room. I heard Sara remonstrating with 
him and thought again what a rotten break 
it was for her being tied to someone who 
could even think the worst of his wife. 

A short time later, Sara called me in 
from the back yard. She had taken Herbie 
his tray and breakfast was waiting for me. 

“I'll have a cup of coffee with you,” she 
said in answer to my questioning glance. 
“I’m not very hungry right now.” 

I could see she was upset by her hus- 
band’s rude behavior, but said nothing. 
It was a marvelous meal, a welcome 
change from the ones I’d been tossing to- 
gether for myself, and again I found my- 
self thinking strongly about Vernice. 

“I—I saw you wife’s picture,” Sara said 
at last. “It must have been very hard for 
you. She was so young, so beautiful—she 
had everything to live for.” 

Her words cut through me like a sharp 
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knife. but strangely I felt no resentment. 
Instead. I found that I wanted to talk, to 
tell her all about Vernice. 
“She was beautiful.” I 
looked like- like you.” 
Sara wasn’t embarrassed by my steady 
vaze and I continued to talk. It was as if 
a dam inside me had crumpled. and the 
words poured out in a torrent of released 
emotion. When I had finished. I felt a 
warm, human bond with the dark-eyed girl] 


agreed. “She 


sitting across from me. 

And as the days passed. 
still unable to leave the bed. that 
friendship grew and flowered into some- 
thing stronger and more personal. While 
Herbie slept. Sara and I would take long 
walks. following the same paths Id dis- 
covered with Vernice; 
into the night, talking or 
sit staring into the fireplace. 

I avoided Herbie as much as possible 
and tried to ignore his belligerent atti- 
tude. More made cracks 
that got my temper up. 

“Look. I’ve been around,” he told me 
one morning, “so don’t try any funny stuff 
with my wife. I can tell when a guy’s got 


Herbie 


bond of 


with 


we'd stay up far 


just content to 


than once he 


eyes!” 

I didn’t bother answering him. 
when I thought about it calmly. 
admit to myself—TI’d fallen in 
Sara. The old folks called it “lusting after 
in Herbie’s jive vocabulary it 
was “having eyes” for but no matter 
how you put it, it boiled down to one hard, 
I wanted another man’s 


but later 
I had to 
love with 
a woman” 
her. 


inescapable fact. 
wife. 

I wanted her so badly that I convinced 
myself that I was justified getting her 
by fair means or foul. 

All along. Herbie kept talking about 
leaving the minute he was back on his feet. 
Nothing Sara or I said could persuade him 
to stay for a while. We pointed out that 
the state troopers were still looking for the 
driver of the wrecked car; that Herbie’s 
trumpet and all Sara’s clothes had been 


confiscated and there was no way of get- 
ting them back. 

The day he got out of bed. he was like 
a caged lion. He wanted to leave. but had 
no place to go. He snarled at Sara and 
glared at me, as if blaming us for his pre- 
dicament. The next day he was even 


worse. dropping broad hints that Sara and 
I were carrying on an affair behind his 
back. Only the fact that he was still pretty 
well banged up and that Sara would have 
disapproved, kept me giving him a 
good working over. 

That evening, Sara and I discussed their 
leaving. “I hate to see you go.” I told her 


from 


sincerely. 

“You've been wonderful. * Vic—and 
sweet.” she said, standing close to me. 
My throat contracted and my_ pulse 


pounded at the sight of tears in her eyes. 
I ached to reach out and touch her. 
Then, before I knew what she meant to 
do, she reached up and caught my face 
between her small. cool hands. She pulled 
me down until she could reach my cheek 
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with her lips and brushed a fleeting kiss 
across my face. 

“That’s for being so—so wonderful!” 
she whispered. 

Her words were lost in the thunderous 
pounding in my ears at her touch. I hard- 
ly knew what I was doing, and yet it 
seemed so right. so natural for me to pull 
her into my arms. 

She didn’t struggle. 
impassive in my embrace as I crushed her 
to me and captured her lips with mine. 

Suddenly her eyes fluttered open. then 
she stiffened and broke away from me, her 
face a mask of horror. I whirled and saw 
Herbie standing in the doorway. 

His lips were twisted into an ugly sneer 
as he hurled a vile insult at Sara. “So 
this is why you want to hang around 
here!” he said harshly. “Sneaking around 
behind my back like a common—” 

I hit him on the point of the jaw and 
he went down. I guess all three of us 
were shocked. There was a long silence. 
and then he pulled himself to his feet. 
There was a dazed, almost shamed look on 
his face. 

“We're cutting out of here!” he said to 
Sara. “Now! I don’t share my wife with 
nobody!” 

“No, Herbie,” she said in a low, firm 
voice. “I’m through! You’re on your own 
now. I’m leaving—but not with you!” 

She turned, grabbed up her coat and 
dashed out before either one of us could 
stop her. After that, there wasn’t much 
else for Herbie to do. I phoned one of my 
drivers to come and pick him up and take 
him to the county seat where he could 
catch a train. 

Just before he left, I gave him two $10 
bills. He acted as if he wouldn’t take the 
money, but I knew he would. He slipped 
the bills into his pocket and started to say 
something about paying it back. then 
changed his mind. We both knew he’d 
be lying. 

It was about an hour later that I got a 
call from the driver who had taken Herbie 
into town. He told me that after he'd 
dropped Herbie at the station, he had 
come across Sara and she had asked him 
to drive her back to my house. That was 
when I got out the drinks and lighted the 
candles. Then I sat down to wait for her 
to come to me, 


She lay limp and 


HE WALKED right into my arms. I 
kissed her and slipped off her coat. 
“You’re making quite a production of 
it,” she said with a faint smile, glancing 
around the living room. “Did you think 

that was necessary?” 

“Sara, I—I don’t know what to think. 
I hoped you’d come back, but I didn’t 
dare hope—” 

She closed my lips with her fingers. “I 
did come back: That’s the important 
thing,” she said softly. 

“Why?” I wasn’t quite prepared for 
such willingness. 

“Does it matter?” 


“What about—Herbie?” I asked. 

“Does he matter—now?” 

She offered her arms, her lips, every. 
thing—and with a moan, I crushed her 
in my arms. She was right. Nothing mat. 
tered now. Only the two of us, locked in a 
fierce embrace and swept along by primi. 
tive passions into a wild, churning sea of 
love. 

[ awoke the next morning, stretching 
lazily. luxuriously. A mellow glow, a soft 
haze was everything. Suddenly. a 
movement in the other room brought me 
wide awake and erect. 

Sara!” I called. 

A moment later, she entered, wearing 
the skirt and sweater and too-large slicker 
she had on the first time I saw her. 

“Sara! Where are you going?” I asked. 
my heart sinking. I could read the answer 
in her eyes. 

“T hoped I could slip out without wak.- 
ing you.” she said. 

“But why?” My voice was anguished, 
full of desperation, 

“Because he needs me,” 
simply. 

“T need you.” 

She came over to me. She shook her 
head. “He’s weak—you’re strong.” 

I ran my hand through my hair. “But 
He walked out on you!” | 


over 


she answered 


he left you! 
said. 

“Tl find him. 
know where he hangs out.” 
set stubbornly. 

I sank to the edge of the bed. “Doesn't 
it matter to you that I love you, Sara?” | 
asked brokenly. 

“Poor Vic! Not really me—it’s Vernice. 
It'll always be, just as it will always be 
weak and selfish and un- 


I'm going to the city. ] 
Her jaw was 


Herbie for me 
predictable as he is.” 

“Yet. last night you—” I halted, be- 
wildered. 

“That’s something we'll always have, 
you and J.” Her eyes took on the wisdom 
of the “Never ask a woman why, 
Vic.” She pressed her lips lightly to my 
An enig- 


ages. 


forehead. then went to the door. 
matic smile played about her lips as she 
added, “She wouldn’t tell, even if she 
knew - 

Then she was gone. 

I stared at the empty doorway for a long 
my heart dead inside me. Then, for 
at all, I burst into gales of 


time, 
no reason 


mirthless laughter. Twice I had been 
cheated—once by death, then again by 
Fate that sent me another man’s wife. All 


I had were new memories to add to the 
old. 

I went to the closet and dragged out 
everything and anything that had been 
Vernice’s. Then I piled them in the back- 
yard and touched a match to them. | stood 
there watching the past go up in smoke. 
From then on, I vowed, I would live for 
the future. 

That’s the way Vernice wanted it. 


THE END 
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Restless 
Wife 

(Continued from Page 17) 
high as a kite. I wasn’t sure whether it 
was from the cocktails or the excitement 
and laughter. 

That night set a pattern for evenings to 
come. Mike and Jean took a liking to me 
and practically adopted me. I adored them 
and made no secret of it. Steve grumbled 
occasionally about the fast 
keeping, but he was too preoccupied with 
his precious store to spend too much time 
thinking about me. 

It was a frivolous, exciting life and 
pensive for the Thompson’s. Sometimes I 
wondered how they managed because Mike 
didn’t earn big money. He was an engi- 
neer for the State. I started thinking that 
maybe it was better to make a comfortable 
salary than to own a business since most 
of our money went back into the business 
and next year was always going to be 
better. 

I was still waiting for next year to buy 
that fur coat I’d wanted for the last ten 
years. But Jean had a full-length, black 
persian lamb coat and a sleek leopard 


pace I was 


jacket. They belonged to the club while 
Steve insisted we couldn’t afford to. It 


just didn’t make sense to me. 

Since I spent so much time with Jean 
and Mike, I felt I should reciprocate, so I 
arranged a party. Making out the guest 
list almost drove me mad. I was ashamed 
to have them over to meet our dull crowd. 
Impulsively, I decided to invite Shelly and 
Les Richards. 

I had sort of lost touch with them be- 
cause they traveled with a faster 
And because Les was a bookie and Shelly 


crowd. 


had once danced in a chorus line, the 
tongues wagged maliciously. Most of my 
friends had labeled them and not too 


nicely. 

Maybe I expected too much that night. 
I had the setting, good food, fine wines and 
potent liquors, but the let-down was the 
The men settled down to poker and 
high 


same. 
the women gossiped about babies, 
prices and the help situation. 

When it was all over, I sat down and 
cried. 

“Simmer down, Ellie,” Steve said sooth- 
ingly. “Everybody had a good time and 
you were the belle of the ball.” 

I wiped my eyes and glared at him. “I 
begged you—literally begged you—not to 
suggest poker or television tonight.” 

His eyes widened. “Me!” he exploded. 
‘I'm innocent. Les and Mike were after 
me all evening to set up the card table.” 

I got up and started emptying ash trays 


and picking up glasses. I didn’t want to 
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discuss it anymore. Steve wouldn't under. 
stand. 

Then Steve was at my side, turning m¢ 
around to face him. “Ellie, what's eat- 
ing you these days? What do you want 
that you haven't got?” 

I shook my head. How could I explain 


to this amiable, hard-working. nice guy 
that | was bored with the same old rov- 
tine? 


He pulled me against him and bent his 


head to kiss me. I was overtired. restless 


and jumpy. I wanted to clean up the 
mess. take a soothing bath and get rid of 


some of the tension. I was in no mood 
for romance, so I pushed him away gently, 
“Don’t Steve.” I said softly. “I'm tired 
and I’ve got work to do.” 
Quickly. he moved back. 
murmured, and walked out of the reom. 
Immediately I was sorry. I decided to 
heck with the dishes. Vd take that bath 
now and put on the blue satin nightie I'd 
bought for that trip Steve and I were al- 
going to take. I didn’t think we'd 
take that trip, so there was no sense 


“Sorry.” he 


ways 
ever 
in saving the nightie. 

I relaxed in the hot, soapy water and 
some of the tenseness went out of me. | 
liked the effect of the blue satin nightgown 
and decided that for a married woman of 
ten years. and the mother of twins. I was 

darned good shape. But I wanted re- 
assurance from Steve. 

The bedroom was dark and Steve lay 
quietly at his side of the bed, breathing 
deeply. I didn’t know whether it was real 
or simulated sleep. 

“Hey. pappy.” I whispered. 

He went on breathing evenly and deep- 
ly. I stared down at him a long time and 
into bed and cried myself 


then crawled 


to sleep. 


(THE NEXT morning I awoke feeling 
anxious and depressed. There were 
closets to clean and windows to wash and 


suddenly I knew that down through the 
years there would always be closets to 


clean and windows to wash, but today I 
simply couldn’t take it. I called Mrs. 
Burns and asked her to take the children 
for the afternoon. I just had to get out. 

[ was in a reckless mood when Mike 
He was rushing out of 
Steve had always 
was 


bumped into me. 
the Acme Loan office. 
threatened me with that place. — It 
like ending up at the county home for the 
aged if you didn’t live right. 

His face was but twin 
danced his eyes as he drawled. 
Ellie, stop frowning; I only left my 
arm in there.” 

I said sternly. 
Mike. It’s not practical. 

The mocking slant of his mouth con- 
fused me. He said softly, “I know all the 
things I shouldn't do but I keep doing 
them because I have more fun that way.” 

“But fun isn’t the important thing,” | 
recited like a parrot. 

Mike chuckled, “Oh baby, you're sound: 
ing off just like Steve. He has you well 


devils 
“Now. 
right 


sober 


“Really, you shouldn't. 
You should...” 
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trained.” He raised an eyebrow. “Tell me. 


Ellie. when did you last make your own 
decision about anything?” 

I flushed. “That’s not fair.” 

He tucked my hand in his arm. “Ellie. 


stop taking life so seriously or strong men 
in white coats will take you one of these 
days.” 

He was right. 
life any 
much to me. 
the right thing for everybody but myselt. 


I couldn't relax about 


more. Everything mattered too 


I was trying too hard to do 


Somewhere along the way. [I had lost my 
girlish laughter. 
“I'm taking you home to Jean and we 
three shall dine. drink and be merry to- 
night. for tomorrow we may die and then 
the Acme Loan office can sue me.” 

When we 
Jean. sharp and sleek-looking in a 
“Honey.” 


arrived home. we discovered 
satin 
cocktail dress. on her way out. 
she said breathlessly. “I’m on my way to 
Clint Maddox. you know.” 

She turned to me. “Please take care ot 
Mike tonight. And why don't 
us al Kelly's bar after the theater? 
gang always winds up at Kelly's.” 

Mike leered at her. “Sure [ wont cramp 
your style. doll?” 


a studio party 


join 


The 


you 


Jean laughed a low, contemptuous laugh. 
“You never have before. chum.” 

Kelly's was mobbed when we got there. 
Shelly and Jean were sitting at the head 
of the bar with a cluster of admiring males 
around them. I started to join them when 
Mike pulled me over to the other end. 
“Let's just watch them. Shall we? It’s 
more fun that way.” 

Later. Mike. disgusted with Jean's be- 
havior, pulled me out of the place. 

He parked the car and then walked 


me back to my house. “Have fun tonight 


Ellie?” 

I smiled happily. “Loads and loads. 
Mike. I really don’t know how to thank 
you.” 


“T do.” he 
Then he 


full on the mouth. 


murmured, 
head kissed me 


It was a surprise kiss 


bent his and 


and for a few seconds I was too stunned 
to move. 
“Relax.” he whispered. against my lips. 
This time his kiss was bolder and more 
demanding. I[ struggled against him but 
[couldn't get out of his arms. 
“Let me go.” I eried. 
His hold 


wanted me to kiss you.” 


tightened. “I thought you 

“Pm sorry.” | murmured, struggling to 
hold back the tears. “Maybe | did give 
you the wrong impression. Maybe...” 

He tilted my face up and his face had 
changed subtly. His lips were twisted into 
“Now don’t brood 
You’re not a fallen woman and 


the old familiar grin. 
about it. 
I'm not sorry I kissed you. 
even if you didn’t.” 

Maybe 


made me run over to Jean’s the following 


[ enjoyed it. 
it was my guilty conscience that 
morning. I felt as if I owed her an apolo- 
gy. 
She was drinking coffee spiked with 
brandy. “Stop she 


frowning at> me.” 


grinned. “But desperate means require 
desperate measures and I’m sure feeling 
desperate this morning.” 

Then she continued listlessly. “It’s Shel- 
birthday 
night. How about 

I hesitated. “I 
will go for the idea.” 

My handsome husband yelped like a 
wounded lion but finally capitulated. Jean 


ly’s and we're celebrating to- 


joining us?” 


don’t know how Steve 


was more elated than I. 

On the way to the hotel. Steve snapped. 
“['m getting fed-up with this new charac- 
ter you've created for yourself. You're 
Jean 


like 


imitation of 


looks 


trying to give a poor 


Thompson and on you it 
hell.” 

By the 
were both in savage moods. I had never 


bitter and resentful. It 


time we joined the others we 


seen Steve so 
frightened me. 

Mike kept the party moving. 
some. bold face was mocking: his 
twinkled and the impudent smile was con- 


His hand- 


eves 


I couldn’t keep my eyes 
was aware that Steve 
I could feel the vio- 
lent. smouldering eyes on me when I got 
up to dance with Mike. 


W 


he was going to the bar. Les and Mike 
decided to 
men left, the women ordered double shots 


stantly in action. 
off him and I 
watching me closely. 


Was 


HEN WE RETURNED to the table, 
Steve got up abruptly and announced 
join him and as soon as the 

I was feeling foggy and light- 
Nothing seemed very real. not 


of liquor. 
headed. 
even their conversation. 

They had reached the hair-letting-down 
stage and from what I could gather. Jean 
was telling Shelly something for her own 
good, since she considered her the best 
friend a girl ever had and best friends 
were supposed to tell all sorts of things. 
I sensed something unpleasant was about 


to happen. 


Shelly said carefully. “Go ahead and 
tell me.” And as Jean hesitated. she in- 
sisted. “Go on. Tell me!” 

“Well. now. I don’t know whether I 


should.” Jean said, quite pleased with her 
role as mystery woman. 

“Oh come on. Jean, you started some- 
thing, so finish it—or are you _ lying 
again?” 

“Whadda you mean, lying again?” Jean 
screamed in outrage. 

“Oh. you're always lying about some- 
thing.” Shelly said placidly. “Everybody 
knows that.” 

“Cut it out, all of you,” Steve snarled. 
“You're attracting more attention than the 
floor show.” 

“What floor show?” Shelly demanded. 


“The one that went on before you scat- 


terbrains got confidential,” Mike said 
cheerfully. 

“Confidential!” Shelly snorted. “Why 
I wouldn’t give her the right time. Les, 
take me home.” 

“Mike.” Jean cried dramatically. “Take 


me home too. And I'm not going to ride 


home with her either.” 
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City Mail Carriers, Post Office Clerks 
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3 Days On—3 Days Off—Full Pay 


Railway Postal Clerks on long runs usually work 
days and have 3 days off duty or in the same proportion 
During this off duty tieir pay continues just as though 
they were working. They travel on a pass when on busi 
ness. When they grow old, they are retired with a 
pension. 


Many Other Positions 


Many other positions are obtainable. Rural Carriers 
— Stenographers — Typists — Patrol Inspectors — Meat 
Inspectors—ete. Those wishing these positions should 
qualify at once, 
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Fill out the following coupon. Tear it off and mall 
it today—NOW at once. 

Although not government controlled, this can 
in your getting a big paid government job. 


result 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. G-51, Rochester 4, N. Y. 


Rush to me, entirely free of charge (1) a full descrip 
tion of U. S. Government Jobs; (2) Free copy of illus 
trated 36-page book, “How to Get a It S. Government 
Job’’ with (3) List of U. S. Government Jobs; (4) Tell 
me how to qualify for one of these jobs. 
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LOOKING CLOTHES 


LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 


Fascinating field. Design own ward 
robe at considerable saving. Gain 
experience designing for others. It 
may lead to thrilling career-—even 
a shop of your own some day. Kasi 
“‘learn-by-doing’” course under 
guidance of qualified teachers pro 
vides excellent starting point for a 
career. Send for free booklet, “Ad 
ventures in Dress Design.’’ 


NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3239 Chicago 14, #1. 
Please send me FREE and postpaid your booklet, “‘Ad- 
ventures in Dress Design,’ and full particulars. 
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Mike reared with laughter. “Baby, I’m 
st tempted to take you up on that, but 
I’m too tired, so I guess we'll have to throw 
elves on the mercy of Steve and Ellie.” 
‘That’s the end.” Steve stormed when 
eached our house. “This is absolute- 
the last time [ll ever be seen out with 
He pointed an accus- 
finger at me. “And so help me, if you 
maneuver me into such an evening 

n, I'll beat you to a pulp.” 
| was feeling all shaky inside from the 
The evening had left 


se characters.” 


ie at the hotel. 

feeling confused and frightened. Steve’s 
xplosion was the last straw. I exploded 

‘You’re a mean, selfish man and you 
love me any more.” 

Lower your voice before you wake the 
kids and try to explain quietly just what 

re raving about.” 

fautly I faced him. “I’m not a woman 

you any more. I’m just a wife. I'ma 

nvenience to have around the house and 
I’m darned sick and tired of it.” 

His eyes narrowed. “I suppose Mike 

akes you feel like a woman.” 

“That’s right,” I taunted. “Mike makes 

e feel as if I’m something special and I 

ke that feeling.” 

He towered over me and his words 
lashed out at me. “Naturally he would. 
Miike is the essence of all glamour boys 

ho use their charms to melt foolish little 
emales like you.” 

“I'm not a foolish little female.” I 

bbed. “I’m just a woman who needs to 
he wanted and to be loved. I don’t want 

be taken for granted all the time.” 

He appraised me silently for a moment 
nd then snapped, “Ellie, I love you more 
than anything in this world. At one time 
| thought you loved me too. Now I think 

‘re just in love with love and that’s 


ty damned dangerous.” 
I’m not in love with love. 
lon’t understand .. .” 
Phat’s right,” he interrupted. “I don’t 
lerstand you anymore. You’ve changed.” 
So have you,” I retorted bitterly. “I 
1t think I would have married you if 
were this way ten years ago. You 
sensitive and imaginative. Now you're 
tuffed shirt. All you care about is that 


tore of yours.” 


You just 


here was murder in his eyes. He 
abbed his pajamas, a pillow and blanket 
d started to march out of the bedroom. 
Just where do you think you’re going?” 
! cried. 
lo the den. If you find me so repul- 
e. 'm damned if I'll sleep with you.” 
‘Go ahead.” I jeered at him. “I won't 
ss you.” 
But I did miss him and I cried myself 
sleep. 
[! woke up feeling rotten. Steve had 
fixed breakfast and taken the kids for a 
le. [I was too jumpy to sit alone, so I 
in over next door. Mike was up and 
ound, but Jean wasn’t. 
‘How do you feel?” I said hesitantly as 
fumbled with the coffee pot. 
He turned on one of his powerful. lop- 


) 


sided grins. “Not bad, considering all 
things. but I bet Jeanie will take the 


pledge again.” 

“Again?” I 
coffee. 

He lit a cigarette with trembling fingers 
and suddenly I wondered how he really 
felt. 

His voice was tinged with a mixture of 
contempt and amusement as he continued. 
“She has periodic attacks where she swears 
off liquor, but it never lasts.” 

I put the percolator on the stove and 
said musingly, “Mike. you should make 
her stop drinking because “s 

He interrupted dryly. “Ellie. my love. 
did you come here to preach a sermon 
this morning?” 

“[’m sorry.” I murmured. 

He smiled into my angry face and said 
softly: “Go upstairs and try to awaken the 
sleeping beauty.” 

At first I thought she was still sleeping. 
Her eyes were closed and her face was 
haggard and bloodless. I felt a little sick 
looking at her and was all set to tip toe out 
of the room when her eyes blinked open. 

“If I’m not dead. I wish I were,” she 
whispered hoarsely. 

“Tl get some black coffee.” 

She touched her hair with shaking fin- 
gers and groaned, “There’s a fancy pillbox 
in the top drawer of my dresser. Get me 
two pills and a glass of water before I fall 


queried. measuring out 


apart.” 

I had been around 
enough to recognize sedatives. She was 
taking a heavy dose but I didn’t offer any 
advice. Instead, I held her up while she 
swallowed the pills and sipped a little 
water. 

She grinned weakly. “Tell me, was it 
worth it?” 

“We had a wild time,” 

She sat up in bed and moaned again. 
Then she said viciously, “Why the devil 
did I drink so much? I can’t even re- 
member what happened.” She threw the 
covers off and said sourly. “Did I have a 
fight with Shelly?” 

I nodded, “Sort of, but we all had fights 
with somebody. I had one with Steve.” 

She looked at me sharply. “That wasn’t 
smart either. You’ve got a nice guy. so 
why look for trouble?” 

I shrugged. “He has no sense of humor 
and he takes life too seriously.” 

“There are worse things.” she muttered. 
Then she threw off the covers and cursing 
steadily and fluently. she staggered out of 
bed. I handed her a robe. 

“Go down stairs and keep Mike com- 
“Pll be down as 


drugstores long 


I said grimly. 


pany,” she commanded. 
soon as I stop shaking.” 

Mike and I were on our second cup of 
coffee when she came down. Jean was 
carefully made up and her face showed 
none of what I had witnessed upstairs. | 
didn’t know what else she had taken, but 
I was willing to bet she knew every morn- 
ing-after-remedy in the book. 

Mike saluted her and she flushed. She 
turned away to pour herself some coffee. 


“Well.” she said bleakly, “Give me the 
gruesome details.” 

He watched Jean intently and _ his lips 
quirked mischievously. He gave her the 
details. but the way he told it, the night 
sounded incredibly gay and amusing. It 
was the truth and yet it wasn’t the truth, 


I couldn’t understand my anger. He 
wasn't lying but he wasn’t telling the 
truth. Then I knew Mike didn’t want Jean 
to take it too seriously. He was twisting 
it on purpose. 

I stared at Jean’s pale face and then my 
eyes veered to Mike. 

I said very carefully: “Did you really 
think last night was so very funny?” 

He grinned at me. “My, how much 
you sound like Steve today. Did you bor- 
row his tongue this morning?” 

“You leave Steve out of this.” I snapped. 
“And I don’t think last night was funny 
at all. I think it was pathetic.” 

“Ellie. if it will make you happy. then 
Jean and I will join A.A.” 

“That’s very funny too,” I said hollowly. 

His eyes held mine for a moment as he 
drawled: “The trouble with most people 
is they take life too damned seriously. 
There’s always a laugh someplace if you 
look for it.” 

“T know. I know,” Jean said wearily. 
“The man with a smile, is the man—so 
forth and so on, but I must have been 
darned cute last night. However. I still 
wish I had been a spectator and not a 
participant. And I hate that little witch 
to have a laugh on me. If only . . .” 

The “phone interrupted her. “You go.” 
she said to Mike. “And tell the world that 
we're not at home. I can’t afford to drink 
anymore: financially or any other way.” 


j TRIED TO make conversation but my 

tongue stumbled over awkward words. 
Jean hardly paid attention to me and then, 
Mike was back roaring with laughter. 
“Guess who that was?” 

“One of the pink elephants I met last 
night.” she said tartly. 

“Les and Shelly! They apologized.” 

She laughed shakily. “You're kidding.” 

He shook his head and his eyes danced 
with glee. “No, I'm not. And neither one 
of them can remember a thing. Can you 
imagine the fun we'll have when I start 
telling them things that never happened, 
but how will they know?” 

“[T can imagine.” Jean said tiredly. 

“Come on. baby, let’s clean up. They're 
coming over soon. Let Ellie help with the 
dishes; ll mix the cocktails and . . .” 

“Cocktails!” Jean interrupted, fiercely. 
“It’s too early.” 

“Just a couple.” he said blithely. “It'll 
pick us all up and we'll have some laughs. 
You know. hon, you don’t have to get 
drunk everytime you take a drink.” 

“No. she doesn’t,” I agreed silently. 
“But you know darned well she will.” 

Then it hit me. Mike needed Jean. but 
he didn’t love her. He needed somebody 
weaker to excuse himself. He tried to 
make believe that nothing mattered, but 
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it did matter. Jean’s drinking was 


serious but Mike would never let her take 


it seriously. He wouldn't let anybody 
around him take anything seriously. 

There was a place in life for humor. 
Tensions were eased and people could for- 
get their troubles occasionally. but Mike 
was using laughter to run away from life. 

Mike laughed at things because he was 
afraid to face them and to fight them. He 
was always running away. but with a smile 
on his lips and a wise-crack on this tongue. 
He was delightful but he was demoralizing 
and suddenly, I was afraid of him and 
what he could do to people. 

“I'm going home.” I said abruptly. 
They both argued and 
Mike tried some of the old. 
wise-cracks had lost 


protested and 
mocking tac- 
tics. but his their 
flavor. 

Steve was fixing Paul’s bike and the 
sight of his good-looking, serious face gave 


I knew [ still 


but never 


me a new sense of security. 
wanted excitement and romance. 
with another man. I wanted to tell him 
all the things that were in my heart but 
I stood beside him, tongue-tied. 


He got up slowly and faced me. There 
was a long, dead silence as we stared at 
each other. Last night and all those 


past weeks had destroyed something be- 
tween us. 

“Steve,” I said tentatively. 

“Yes, Ellie?” 

Then I threw myself in his arms and 
hugged him closely. “Oh, Steve. I’s 
I love you. Honest I do and 
I'm so proud of you and all the things you 
stand for and please forgive me and es 
The words came pouring out in hysterical 
telling him 
I had just 


e been 


such a ninny. 


babbling. I went on and on, 
everything including the scene 
witnessed. 

I pulled my eyes up to meet his. “I was 
all wrong about everything.” 

He smiled a little. “No you 
I’ve been doing a lot of thinking. 


werent. 
honey. 
Maybe I’ve been shutting you out of my 
life lately. I've been working too much 
and neglecting other things. But honestly. 
Ellie. it’s only because I want to give you 
and the kids everything.” 

“Il know,” 
Steve. You don’t have to explain.” 

“Ellie, let’s go away together—now 
today 

“But what about the store and the chil- 
dren?” 

“Tl get Bud Davis to take over the store 
for a few weeks and we'll call your folks 
and ask them to take the Maybe 
we'll recapture some of the magic we once 
had. How about it, Ellie?” 

“TH be packed in ten minutes.” 
softly. 

I knew we couldn’t turn back the clock. 
and I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to re- 
capture the past because I knew the future 
would be much better. 
doubts or misgivings. I had sailed through 
a brief, 
home safely to a snug harbor. 


THE END 


I whispered. “I understand, 


twins. 


1 said 


There were ho more 


stormy course, but I had come 
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This special deck of playing cards with 
secret code on back of each card tells YOU 
what each card is when lying face down. 
Easy directions explain code and how to 
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for Youthful BLACK HAIR. 
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and SMOOTHER Complexion. 
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sizzling killer-diller, Stampede. He gave 
up his chair in the band for a trip to 
Europe. 

On the Continent. Hawkins found mostly 
favor for his music but some stiff opposi- 
tion too. There were two or three Euro- 
pean critics who felt strongly that his stuff 
was too sugary. too loggy. By 1939, he 
was back in the U.S. for what turned out 
to be the most important period of his 
life. 

Shortly after arriving in New York from 
his European junket, Coleman chanced to 
hear Count Basie’s recording of Blue and 
Sentimental, which has a subtle but pretty 
tenor sax solo by the late Herschel Evans. 
The record gave Hawkins an idea. He 
went out and recorded Body and Soul, the 
Johnny Green torch standard, using the 
same mood Evans employed on the Basie 
side. Body and Soul became an overnight 
hit, Hawkins a new rage. He stayed hot 
until very recently when he chose himself 
to cut down on his engagements. 

During his career, Coleman has _ been 
recorded for no less than 14 labels, in 
every sort of setting from blues and Dixie- 
land to swing and bop. Yet, no matter 
what the situation, he was always able to 
fit right in comfortably. He is widely 
recognized in the jazz trade as one of the 
most flexible musicians playing today. 

Coleman blows a relaxed horn, rolling 
his notes off one at a time in an arpeggio- 
like order. His style has earned him a 
unique niche in his field. “No other reed 
man in the world,” swears one jazz expert, 
“can blow with as broad and soft a tone 
as Hawkins. yet negotiate so much ground 
technically during a solo.” 

As a tenor sax stylist, Hawkins has long 
had the sincere respect of other men who 
play the horn well. Remarks Charlie 
Ventura: “Hawk is the daddy of the tenor 
sax. He always knew his horn. And when 
he cut Body and Soul, he was far ahead 
of everything!” 

Illinois Jacquet says: “Hawk is great! 
He invented the sax. He’s everywhere in 
everybody’s style.” 

Hawkins’ most ambitious work on wax 
to date is a five-minute, unaccompanied 
solo which he cut for Norman Granz’ high- 


kaka Keke Kehr Kh KKK 


priced “Jazz Scene” album, titled Picasso, 
The side stacks up as a superb exhibition 
of tonal blending and pretty phrase-mak- 
ing. To get the sounds he wanted on the 
record, Coleman drilled for more than 10 
hours alone in a recording studio. He 
didn’t mind though, for he came out with 
what he wanted and always aims for— 
perfection. 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: 
It’s Only Human/Ajter You've 
showeasing the rich, sultry vocals of Joyce 
Bryant in sharp voice. She strikes an ear- 
caressing mood on the topper which should 
make it a strong hit with fans. On Gone 
she delivers with a solid blues attack, com- 
ing off groovily in a fashion that usually 
clicks in juke circles. 

GOOD: Mercury’s Street Scene /The 
One I Love, a pair of oldies which versa- 
tile alto sax star Benny Carter polishes 
up brightly in new and tasteful arrange- 
ments. He never sounded better. The 
coupling affords Benny ample room to try 
out his great versatility. He plays lushly 
on Scene, the Alfred Newman favorite. On 
the flipside he shifts into high gear on an 
up-tempoed arrangement, setting the pace 
for a real swinging session. 

RECOMMENDED: Dee Gee’s Autumn 
Breeze Bluesology with vibist Milt Jack- 
son starred on two bop tours. He executes 
cleanly on the twosome, exhibiting an un- 
canny mastery of modern ideas. Breeze, 
Jackson’s own composition, is the most 
listenable of the pair. The flip is medium. 
tempo blues. has pianist John Lewis get- 
ting in a couple of cute licks as he aids 
a combo in framing Milt on his instru- 


Okeh’s 


Gone, 


ment. 

ACCEPTABLE: Columbia’s Lullaby oj 
Birdland, Easy to Love, a newie and an 
oldie on which piano stylist Errol] Garner 
demonstrates his distinctive stylings. He 
moves through both in his familiar bop- 
pish, bouncy manner. Of the coupling. 
Lullaby is perhaps his most creditable 
effort. 

BEST ALBUM: Atlantic’s “Dizzy Gil- 
lespie In Paris.” a collection of eight sides 
that highlight the bop trumpet virtuoso 
in excellent instrumental and vocal roles. 
His backing is of all-star caliber, consist- 
ing of tenor saxist Don Byas, drummer 
Bill Clark and bassist Joe Benjamin. 
Dizzy has a real catchy vocal on a num- 
ber called Blues Chante. 
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Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 14) 


town who ever went away to a northern 


school. Today, he is recognized as one 
of the great educators of the era. will 
soon complete his 25th year as a_pro- 
fessor. 

Not very long ago, when the same 


teacher was lecturing in a large northern 
city. he met a brilliant young high school 


student whose greatest ambition at the 
time was to go to college. But he had 


no money. was often ill, lived in the very 
worst area of the city. rarely had enough 
clothes to keep himself warm in winter, 
was always hungry. 

Many of the kids he had grown up with 
had turned to crime in order to “better” 
their conditions. The kid leveled with the 
professor. “I'd like to be somebody when 
I grow up... but can I?” 

“I know your neighborhood,” the pro- 
fessor replied, “and I know what the odds 
are against you. But did you ever stop to 
think that one of the greatest statesmen in 
America today came from an environment 
much like yours? The man I’m talking 
about is Ralph Bunche.” 

Both Bunche and the boy were born, 
in fact."in the same neighborhood. In 
Bunche’s days, it was not quite so run 
down as now, but it was poor and showed 
it Yet. somehow Bunche had risen above 
poverty and depression to become a world 
leader. 

That was the inspiration which the youth 
needed. Life was still a challenge, but the 
question was no longer: “Can I better my- 


self?.” but simply “How long will it 
take?” He was already on his way. 


It is very easy to paint yourself into a 
corner in life if you don’t have confidence 
in yourself and fail to pay attention to 
what you’re doing and where you're going. 
If you find that you are getting the “no” 
habit, this is the time to start checking up. 

You should learn PDQ that you lose 
nothing by trying to realize your ambi- 
tions, and that you might succeed if you 
put forth some sensible effort. As wise old 
Abe Lincoln once said, “Beware of rash- 
ness, but with energy and sleepless vigi- 
lance go forward and give us victories.” 

This doesn’t mean that you should run 
pell-mell into and situation 
which beckons. 


it could be to your advantage to reach a 


any 
But, once you know that 


every 


certain goal, don’t let lack of confidence 
stall your motor. Life is real, life is ear- 
nest, and challenges can be a lot of fun. 
If you face them, you stand a chance of 
soaring upward; if you close your eyes 
and refuse to fight. you'll be like the little 
sparrow, tossed out of its nest, who didn’t 
have enough faith in its wings to flutter 
them. 
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Famous Triple-Action Kotalko 
Contains 3 Tested Ingredients. 
Guaranteed To Amaze You 
In 10 Days— Or Money Back! 





Your hair will look longer—lovelier if you treat it properly. Get after scaly 
embarrassing dandruff flakes—avoid cracking, splitting ends that keep hair, 
short and coarse. And be sure to use KOTALKO regularly. 


Contains 8 Tested Ingredients 


Famous KOTALKO Ointment contains 
wondrous Lanolin — the closest thing to 
natural hair oils that science has devised; 
medicated Sulphur —so well known to 
skin doctors; Oleo-Resin Capsicum and 
five other tested ingredients to start you on 
the road to longer-looking, lovelier hair 
right now! 


10 Day Money-Back Guarantee 


No matter what you may now be using 
—no matter how disappointed you may 
be with your present treatment, just try 
this: Use Kotalko as directed now for ten 
days — if at the end of 10 days you are 
not absolutely thrilled with the lovelier 
longer-looking length of your hair — your 
money will be returned to you with no 
questions asked. 


Get More For Your Money 
With Full-Strength, Triple Action 
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From Coast-to-Coast 
Beauty Specialists 
Praise Famed KOTALKO 


From Hollywood to New York, noted 
beauty specialists like Goldie Lewis of New 
York say: “I use Kotalko for everything from 
dry scalp to hair burned from hot irons!” 


Now you too can gain these beauty shop re- 
sults—right in the comfort of your own home 
—with amazing, fast-working KOTALKO— 
in just ten days or money back! 


This Certen Contains the 
REAL KOTALKO 
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Are Women 
Smarter 


Than Men? 


(Continued from Page 11) 


\ngie, my kid sister. all afternoon; it was 
the diabolical gleam in his eye whenever 
he looked at her, the confident smile on his 
lips when she responded to a whispered 
word of his. 

I watched him take her by the arm and 
lead her out into the garden. I was fairly 
itching to go after them, but I couldn't 
make it too obvious that I was trying to 
rescue Angie from his clutches. So | 
decided to wait a few minutes. then find 
them and tell her it was time for us to leave. 

Impatiently, I twirled my glass and tried 
to appear interested in the small talk going 
on around me. Actually, my mind was on 
those events two years ago when I had 
stars in my eyes and the only one I could 
see—or wanted to see—was Johnny Payne. 
The way I fell, hook, line and sinker for 
that smooth, polished line he handed out 
was proof of what he had just been arguing 
—that women were so dumb they deserved 
whatever they got at the hands of scheming 
men, 

I disagreed violently. Yet. looking back 
to the gullible. wide-eyed creature I was 
when I first met Johnny. I must admit he 
had strong evidence in his favor. 

Johnny was one of the editors of the 
Weekly Globe and the town’s gayest, most 
eligible bachelor. Anxious mamas tossed 
their daughters of marriageable age at 
Johnny in and out of debutante season, and 
at the same time, older and more experi- 
enced women were working overtime to 
snare him. Johnny made no bones about it; 
he was happy with his bachelor life and 
intended to hang on to it come hell or high 
water. 

We women were just as determined to 
get him to the altar. and I include myself 
in that valiant group, doomed to failure 
from the start. I guess every trick in the 
book was worked to nab him. but Johnny 
was too shrewd. He was a popular fellow. 
well liked by men and women both. and he 
treated the whole business as a game. | 
don’t know whether he ever stopped to 
think of the hearts he broke, of the hopes 
and dreams he smashed; he was too busy 


having fun. 


REMEMBER the day I went up to the 

Globe ce to take a news story about 
the annual tall dance our social club was 
giving. Like most clubs. we had a “pub- 
licity chairman.” and I was it. I had heard 
of Johnny Payne, but had never met him 
so when I entered the large editorial room. 
I looked around but couldn’t see anyone 
who answered the description. There were 
one or two fellows who cast admiring 
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glances my way as I chatted with the so- 
ciety editor, however, neither of them was 
Payne. 

Just as I had completed my business with 
her, the telephone rang and the society 
editor said, “Excuse me a moment, Miss 
Richards—never a dull minute in this sweat 
shop!” she smiled, picking up the instru- 
ment. 

[ took out my cigarettes, trying not to ap- 
pear conscious of the way she ran her eyes 
over me and smiled as she listened. 

“You dog, you!” she said softly and 
without malice into the mouthpiece. “You 
don’t miss a thing, do you?” I could tell 
she was talking about me but I remained 
unconcerned. Finally, the woman sighed 
and said, “Okay, I'll do it, but one of these 
days you’re going to get hooked. but good, 
and I only hope I’m around to see it!” 

She hung up and turned back to me. 
“I'm afraid the news editor will have to 
check this news release, Miss Richards. 
That’s our policy now—I happened to have 
overlooked it. If you’ll come this way .. .” 

She took me into the next room and up 
to the door marked “Managing Editor, J. 
Payne.” “This is Miss Richards. She has 
an item of club news for you to check over,” 
she said to the man behind the desk. 

He came over to the door and took my 
hand. “So happy to meet you, Miss Rich- 
ards,” he said with a big smile. “What can 
I do for you?” 

I handed him the typewritten sheet and 
he went back to the desk and studied it, all 
the while appraising me over the sheet of 
paper. “Sounds like it'll be a nice affair,” 
he said, marking the copy with a rubber 
stamp and tossing it into a wire basket. 
“Might even be forth a follow-up article.” 

“Oh, that would be wonderful!” I ex- 
claimed, delighted at the chance of getting 
more publicity for the club. 

“Hold it!” he said suddenly, holding up 
his hands and sighting through them like 
an artist or a photographer composing a 
scene. “The way you looked just then—I 
don’t ever want to lose it!” he said breath- 
lessly. 

I stared at him. “But I—” 

He moved toward me, his dark eyes bor- 
ing into mine. “Do you know how very 
lovely you are?” His voice was low and 
vibrant. “Oh, I know you’ve probably been 
told that by men with stagnant imagina- 


But I'd like 


to get you under the moonlight, in the 


tions, no poetry in their souls. 
proper setting and sing you love songs 
that—” 

“But, Mr. Payne! 
you've ever seen me!” I protested, over- 


This is the first time 


whelmed by his impetuousness. 

A wistful smile brought a dimple to his 
cheek. 
—but now I know that dreams can come 
true.” 

I backed away and got a grip on myself. 
“My! You certainly work fast, don’t you?” 
I said uncertainly. 

He took my hand in his. “I never argue 
with Fate, my dear,” he went on, “and when 


“T’ve seen you hundreds of times 


I saw you walk into the office I knew this 
was it!” 

Eyeing him skeptically. I took back my 
hand and turned to “T suppose I’m 
expected to swoon or 
point,” I said icily, “but unfortunately I 
have a few moe errands to run. Goodbye, 
Mr. Payne!” 

His confident, “Ill be seeing you,” as I 
stormed out only irritated me more. A 
knowing smile was on the society editor’s 


£0. 


something at this 


face as I marched up to her. 
“You've had it, I 
comment, 


see,” was her blunt 


“T’ve had it and I don’t want it!” I 
snapped. “What’s with this Payne charac- 
ter and the crazy line he hands out? Does 


he talk like that to all women the first time 
he meets them?” 

She shook her head. 
should feel flattered. Johnny has very high 
standards. Evidently you’re his type.” Her 
eyes twinkled merrily and I saw that she 


“That’s why you 


was enjoying my discomfiture. 

“I’m serious,” I told her grimly. “A 
lunatic like that should be locked up! 
Who does he think he is, anyway?” 

“He’s the Johnny Payne, honey, and they 
say that having him make love to you is like 
being romanced by a whirlwind.” She 
shrugged. “Personally, I think his tech- 
nique went out with Valentino, but it seems 
to get results.” 

“Well, I'm afraid Mr. Payne will have 
to look for a different playmate,” I sniffed. 
“Valentino was before my time!” 

And at the time, I meant it. It was in- 
conceivable to me that any woman in her 
right mind could fall for the gush that 
fairly flowed from Johnny’s lips. Yet, 
within three weeks I was eating it up and 


begging for more. 


T WAS THE week after I first met him 
that an item in the Globe’s gossip col- 
umn hinted that “a certain well-known 
journalist has his sights set on Fay R—, 
lucky gal!” My first reaction was to go 
right down to the newspaper and demand 
a retraction. but I decided that would be 
attaching too much importance to an amaz- 
ing bit of impertinence. “The nerve of the 
man!” I thought indignantly. 

But I wasn’t the only person who read 
that column, I soon discovered. The girls 
in the club regarded me enviously at our 
next meeting, and Lydia, who was club 
president at the time, asked the members to 
give me a “rising vote of thanks,” for the 
wonderful job I was doing on publicity. 
She held up the clipping of the article an- 
nouncing our dance, and I must admit it 
was complete and very lengthy. 

“Usually, they just run a paragraph or 
two,” Lydia said, “and I think Fay deserves 
our warmest thanks.” 

“She got a chance to meet Johnny Payne, 
what more does she want?” someone in the 
back of the room demanded. 

I squirmed in my chair as all the girls 
burst into giggles and Lydia stifled a smile. 


“Now, 


rirls, let’s remember we're ladies,” 


ta 
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You'll get a real thrill watching your little 
angel “mother"’ this cuddly-sweet baby doll. 
She stands 22” tall; has petal-soft, copper- 


colored skin, all over. Unbreakable, of course. 
Can't chip, peel, crack or fade no matter how 
much she’s bathed. She sleeps, cries ‘‘*mama,”’ 
its, has jointed, movable arms like a real little 
girl! A genuine ‘‘Horsman’’ product. 
youngster will love washing, combing, 
curling her doll’s miracle dynel hair, so firmly 
rooted, so natural looking. She’ll enjoy putting 
on her organdie, lace-trimmed party dress, with 
satin ribbons, leather-type shoes—even slip and 
panties. What a wonderful Christmas or birth- 
day gift for your favorite little lady! 
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This $12.95 value, for. . 
FREE of extra cost with every prepaid order . 


Heart-shanred locket and complete vanity set—comb. 





brush, mirror, curlers—an we'll pay the postage! 
On C.O.D. orders, § 00 deposit required to speed 
up handling. Money back if not 100% satisfied. 


RAY HOPEWELL DOLLS, Dept. T 
16 Park Place Newark, N. J. 
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big money show- 
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needed as I 
show you how. 


START AT MY RISK 


Greatest starting offer. Write for free 
sample case offer to Lucky Bob Thomas, 
Dept. TC8 400 Mulberry, Memphis, Tenn. 
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e scolded. “Let’s not go into Fay’s pri- 

te life.” 

[ jumped to my feet. “Sure. I met John- 
Payne. and for my money he’s a whole 
of nothing!” I declared irritably. “You 
have him!” 

‘Before or after?” my heckler shouted 

id again laughter rocked the room. 

[ stalked out. Yet. I had to admit to my- 
| was not as angry as I pretended. Be- 
noticed by Johnny Payne was far from 

ng unpleasant; I'd noticed the envious 
titude of my friends. even while they were 
lding me. And Johnny was handsome, 
ere was no denying that, even though he 

d have a reputation as a heartbreaker. 
But. womanlike, I gradually came to be- 

ieve that I could succeed where others had 
tiled in throwing a double harness on the 
vn’s No. 1 playboy. Johnny pestered me 
ith phone calls. and when I went in with 

next week’s publicity, managed to see 
igain and wrung a promise for a date 


om me, 

[ don’t know what there was about that 
late. It wasn’t so different from countless 
thers I'd had. Johnny took me to dinner 
t a club where he was treated like a celeb- 
ity. I drank only sherry. yet I glowed as 

we had drunk champagne. 

[ felt giddy and gay and wonderfully ir- 

sponsible. I hung onto his arm, a thing 
I'd always disapproved of, and laughed up 

ito his face while taking little dance steps 
we walked along. 

[ actually asked him to come: up for a 
nightcap when he took me home. It was 
he first time I’d ever done that with a date, 

ause I was well aware that a girl was 
ly asking for trouble when she did that. 
Earlier in the evening, Johnny had men- 
tioned that he was off on a new kick, study- 
yogi, and as I curled up on the sofa 
beside him he launched into a long explana- 
on of teaches muscular control 
hrough mental processes. 
I didn’t understand a word of it and com- 
from anyone else but Johnny. it would 
ave bored me stiff. Yet, I sat there scarce- 
breathing, as if it were the most fascinat- 


how it 


ng subject in the world. 

Finally. as if it were the most natural 

thing in the world, I slid into the warmth of 
is arms and felt the sweetness of his kiss 

“This is what I want!” my 
acing heart cried out. 

And long after he had gone. I wandered 
about the apartment entranced, still ting- 
ling with the memory of that evening, and 
there were no doubts. no fears. Nothing I 

id ever heard about Johnny could change 
e way I felt about him; he’d been a per- 
ct gentleman all evening. as gay and 
arming as any The 
yvomen who claimed he was a wolf, I de- 


my lips. 


girl could want. 


ided. must be a lot less innocent than 
Littlke Red Ridinghood—and a lot more 
willing. 

\fter that first date, Johnny literally 


rushed me off my feet. His romancing was 


little old-fashioned in many ways. even 


orny. But as the society editor had told me 


results. He would 


at first day, it got 


quote poetry as we munched on hambur- 
gers. request waltzes from a band in a bop 
joint and do equally outlandish things with- 
out giving the impression of trying to be 
cute or appearing deliberately different. 

I learned that his mad. impetuous out- 
burst when we first met was no act he was 
putting on for my benefit. He was one of 
those people who throw themselves whole- 
heartedly into anything they attempt. even 
though—and I was to discover this later— 
they were just as quick to drop something. 

Johnny was an oddity in this modern. 
speeded-up world. “Courting” is the best 
description of his method of operation, 
something that most men today sneer ai. 
He knew how to give a woman a build-up. 
make her feel wanted and important. He 
had a tremendous self-confidence, well 
mixed with conceit. perhaps. but he wasn’t 
on edge every minute trying to prove what 
a great lover he was. like the average man 
is. 

Just walking through the park holding 
hands could be exciting with Johnny. and 
when he murmured fervently. “I could walk 
from here to the moon—if you were along,” 
it was impossible not to believe it. He'd 
run around opening doors. lighting cig- 
arettes and holding chairs for a woman 
until she felt like a queen. And the funny 
part about it. you couldn't imagine him do- 
ing it for any other girl. even though you 
knew his reputation as a lady-killer. 

I really couldn’t blame my sister Angie 
I'd done the very 


for going overboard 
I tossed a frightened 


same thing myself. 
look around for the two of them but they 
had disappeared. I was willing to bet that 
Johnny had her sitting on the grass under 
a tree there in the backyard. holding her 
spellbound with his talk—the subject didn’t 
matter. just his constant flow of chatter and 
compliments so extravagant you'd think 
any sensible woman could see through 
them. But they never did. I know. 

I told myself I'd better wait a few more 
minutes before taking Angie home—it 
wouldn’t do to let on that I was concerned 
—and [ sat there remembering the last 
night I saw Johnny. saw him through star- 
lit eyes. I mean. 

Oh. I should have known. With 
other man I would have been on guard, but 
not with Johnny. Hadn't he demonstrated 
over and over again his affection for me? 
Yet, all the signs were there. A last-minute 
call on a drizzly weekday night. with noth- 
ing special suggested to do. just asking if 


any 


he could come up. 

It had been press day. a hard day. and of 
all the people he knew. I was the one he'd 
rather relax with. And my voice actually 
sang when I| told him sure. Johnny, any 
time. 

The whole thing was so obvious and | 
would not see. Johnny turning up with a 
fifth of Scotch tucked under his arm, mix- 
ing drink after drink. And I so crazy happy 
just to be with him. so lulled into a false 
security that [ let every warning signal pass 
unnoticed. Then Johnny’s smooth. spine- 
tingling romancing—soft kisses under the 


ear. whispered phrases, tender embraces— 


his whole bag of tricks. 

[ snuggled into his arms and let myself 
be swept away by the sound of his voice. 
The words didn’t matter. Or did they? 
[ caught a word here and there. then lis. 
tened with mounting horror as he said, 
“This is cozy. darling. almost enough to 
make me forget my vows of bachelorhood, 
Yes. this is the lick! We can have a lot 
of evenings like this. That’s one of the 
things I like about you—-you’re not bound 
hy stuffy conventions.” 

“Pm—I’m not?” I faltered. 

“Of course not! I've studied you, and 
you're not the jealous type. You under. 
stand how it is with a man in my position 

-there are bound to be other women.” He 
nuzzled the curve of my neck and I tried 
desperately to realize what he was saying, 
But if any doubt lingered in my confused 
mind. his next words instantly dispelled 
them. 

“Fancy-free. 
any man wants, 
give the guy a break. 


that’s me. That's what 
Whoever you marry. Fay, 
Don’t be one of those 
nagging wives.” 

My protests were cut off by his kisses, 
tender at first. but mounting in passion un- 
til my own emotions neared the danger 
I wanted to scream at him. yell, 
throw him out, but it was too late. My 
half-hearted struggles in his embrace only 
heightened his desire and I, too, was swept 
into a boiling sea of sweet pain and bitter 


zone, 


pleasure... 


YDIA APPROACHED me with a tray 
4 of cocktails, but I eluded her and 
hurried outside. Just as I had anticipated. 
Johnny had Angie in a secluded corner of 
the garden, giving her a sample of his crazy 
technique. She was standing on a stone 
bench and he was on one knee below her, 
and the two of them were playing a scene 
from Romeo and Juliet! 

Naturally, Angie didn’t want to leave. 
but I insisted. As I dragged her along 
behind me she was quoting over her shoul- 
der, “Good night. parting sweet 
sorrow...” IT was so angry and upset ! 
practically threw her in the car and headed 


s such 


for home. 

I kept trying to think of a way to warn 
her about Johnny, but my tongue was dry 
as a blotter. I didn’t know how to begin. 
Moreover, I didn’t feel up to confessing my 
role as one of Johnny’s many, and more 
brief. affairs. 

It was Angie herself who broke the 
silence. “You don’t like it because Johnny 
paid some attention to me, do you, Fay?” 
she asked quietly. 

“Well, Ladmit I'm not turning cartwheels 
over it.” 

“I know why,” she continued. “You're 
jealous.” 

“What!” I took my eyes off the road to 
look at her. She was perfectly serious. 
“Just what are you driving at, Angie?” ! 
demanded. 

She stiffened her back. “Johnny told me 


all about you and him.” 
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the same family—that would never do. 
Johnny. You have to stop seeing her.” 
“But I like her.” he protested mildly, 
He tried to capture 
~That’s 


he’s a sweet kid.” 
lips. but I twisted my head. 
ist it. she is just a kid.” 
‘But, Fay! She’s got to find out about 
sometime, and you'll agree I’m the one 
» can help her do it,” he smiled. 
"You her alone?” 
inde d. 
“Say, what is this? I thought we were 
ig to have a nice, quiet evening to- 
ther. talk about old times. But all you 
talk about is that sister of yours. Come 
Fay, what gives?” 
His calloused attitude was what did it. 
lidn’t mean to lose my head. but I did. 
really raved. and ended up warning him 
stay away from Angie. When I’d fin- 
d, weeping tears of anger and frustra- 
ion, Johnny said quietly. “I think you’d 
etter go now. I guess it wasn’t such a hot 
a after all, trying to recapture the past.” 
[ left in utter defeat. My little scheme 
id fallen through and Johnny had won 
rhat’s when I started really looking 


won't leave I de- 


igain, 


to this male vs. female business. I was 
ll convinced that the average woman 
iid outsmart the average man and I 


»oked everywhere for proof of my theory. 
In one popular national magazine I found 
article that admitted that most intelli- 
ice-test experts usually dodge the ques- 
mn entirely. But this article reported that 
ently some educators have been tackling 
question “Are Women Smarter than 
Vien?” from a new angle. 

Seeing the way that Johnny was weaving 
spell around Angie and the way she 
allowing herself to be led meekly to 
slaughter, plus the miserable failure of 
plan—all this made me desperate for 

mething to sustain my belief in women. 

Women as people, human 
ids and personalities of their own and 
some man’s version of the female sex. 

[ came across things that would arouse 
wrath of even the mousiest. clinging- 
woman today. The worst was a state- 

nt by a noted physician of the 19th cen- 

iry. made before Oberlin College first ad- 
tted 1837. This M.D. de- 

are d: 
\s for educating women as we do young 

n, it can never be done. They would die 


beings with 


women in 


the process. 

“The health of women will not permit 
m to follow the same curriculum as 
{nd the guy was serious! In these days 
hen we have women lawyers. judges, doc- 

teachers, engineers, etc.. such state- 
ents rate a mild chuckle and a quick trip 
ick into the mothballs. The value of edu- 
ition to women—even education designed 


rimarily by and for men—was cited a 
ort time ago by Dr. Mirra Komarovsky, 
ithor and head of the sociology depart- 
ent at Barnard. 

She quotes a recent survey that showed 
at 98 per cent of American women grad- 
iates would go back to college if they had 


UV 


their lives to live over: only 2 per cent of 
them would take a different kind of train- 
ing. 

Dr. Komarovsky says even 58 per cent of 
the housewives—“allegedly the group most 
wronged by ‘masculine’ education”—said 
college had helped them “a lot” in home- 
making. Only 4 per cent said it hadn't 
helped at all. 

And in urging all types of training in 
women’s colleges. Dr. Komarovsky adds: 
“No student can be sure of marrying. or of 
lifelong support. Whether we like it or 
not. some 50 per cent of women graduates 
were found in a recent study to be gainfully 
employed. They might as well be employ- 
ed in occupations which give full play to 
their abilities and ensure a comfortable 
standard of living . . . 

“Important as it is that college opinion 
be favorable to family life. it must also 
endorse the fullest development of the in- 
tellectual. artistic and professional aspira- 
tions of women.” 

Of course, quoting a woman authority 
on this subject might be compared to using 
loaded dice. But the lady doctor is worth 
listening to, especially by men who consider 
all women bird brains. 

NE THING I discovered was that com- 

paring men and women was like ask- 
ing. “Which is better, an apple or an 
orange?” So to measure the abilities of 
the two sexes scientifically. psychologists 
at Wesleyan University and Smith College 
subjected several hundred men and women 
from both institutions to a special test. It 
was a “sense of humor” test. in which 100 
jokes ranging from real side-splitters down 
to some with no point at all were used. 

“The results were very interesting.” reads 
one report. The men laughed harder at all 
the jokes than the women did—and they 
gave all of the jokes. both funny and un- 
funny. much higher ratings than did the 
ladies.” 

But get this—“‘The girls showed a more 
discerning sense of humor. They were not 
amused by the poorer jokes, but they rated 
the really funny ones higher than the men 
did. The tendency on the part of men to 
laugh at anything labeled ‘joke’ strongly 
suggests that their sense of humor is less 
well developed and discriminating than 
that of women. In view of the evidence that 
a keen sense of humor usually goes hand 
in hand with high intelligence. this certain- 
ly seems to score a point for the ladies.” 

The experts also say that balance is a 
good indication of intelligence and _ tradi- 
tionally men have taken pride in keeping 
cool, calm and collected in tight spots. 
Women are the ones who are supposed to 
blow their tops. lose their tempers under 
trying circumstances. 

Yet, men lose their tempers twice as often 
as women, according to studies conducted 
at Oregon State College and Columbia Uni- 
versity. During carefully controlled per- 
iods of time and under similar conditions, 
the investigators found that the average 
man got mad six times to the average wom- 
an’s three. 


Colgate University studies showed that 
“women have more aplomb than men, 
that they are less easily flustered and em. 
barrassed and that they retain their self. 
possession longer under adverse conditions, 

At Duke University. it was found that 
women are better mind-readers than men- 
something many husbands have long sus. 
pected of their wives. They are also better 
judges of character, research psychologists 
discovered. Men and women from all 
walks of life were tested at the University 
of London recently by having them judge 
character simply by studying photographs 
of faces. The subjects were asked to label 
the faces “intelligent,” ‘“‘dull.” “honest.” 
“dishonest.” “kind.” “unkind,” etc. The 
testers found that women——and particularly 
those over 30—were much better judges of 
character than men. 

When it comes to money matters, again it 
is the women who are the brains of the 
family. The American Public Opinion Poll 
made a nation-wide survey and found that 
less than one husband in three decides how 
the family income is spent. Not only that. 
the pollsters found that in 32 per cent of 
U.S. families the man never even sees the 
money he earns. The wife gets the pay 
check. pays the bills and hands over to 
friend husband whatever she feels he'll 
need that week. 

Some 84 per cent of men questioned 
out of earshot of their wives-—admitted that 
husbands could no longer claim to be rulers 
of the roost. The question was: “Judging 
from yourself and your acquaintances. 
would you say that American women dom- 
inate (boss) their husbands—or do you 
think husbands dominate their wives?” 
Only 16 per cent. less than one out of six 
—claimed that men were the bosses. 

If a woman said “I wouldn’t marry you 
if you were the last man on earth,” and then 
had to prove it. chances are it would turn 
out she wasn’t bluffing. Women can get 
along better without men, than men with- 
out women. From a sampling of six mil- 
lion average persons. the Metropolitan Life 
Insurance Co.. recently discovered this fact. 
Their survey showed that men who live 
without women—-bachelors, hermits, widow- 
ers—tend to go into a decline much faster 
than women who live without men. 

The investigators reported that women 
show an “infinitely greater capacity for ad- 
justing themselves to the single life than 
men do, and the mortality rate for men who 
lose their mates is almost double that for 
widows.” 

All this material, and more, was food and 
drink to me during that painful period. 
Certainly. Angie’s behavior and mine, too. 


were not good examples of the “superior 
woman’ I'd been reading about. My sister 


had completely withdrawn from me and | 
rarely saw her except at meal times, and 
then I refrained from bringing up the sub- 
ject of her and Johnny because of my hus- 
band. 

Maybe I should have let him handle it. 
have him warn Johnny away from Angie if 
his intentions weren’t honorable, but I still 
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men, ; ‘ 
a was a woman’s touch. My husband might 
em- Pires 
lf have frightened Johnny by threatening to 
selt- 
el get tough, but I wanted to save that as a 
) S. 
that last resort. 
he The newspaper article that I came across 
aa one day made me more positive than ever 
Pttes that it would take a woman to outsmart 
vist Johnny. Perhaps you read it; it was a 
~ all press association dispatch released to all 
rsity papers. Here’s what it said, word for 
idge word: “Men are so dumb they don’t realize 
eh women are smarter,” a man admitted today. 
shal “Anthropologist Ashley Montagu 
st.” reached this conclusion 30 years ago when 
The he observed that men’s skulls were more 
ii apelike than women’s. He’s been gathering 
“a proof ever since—and he’s got enough to | 
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cognize the natural superiority of 
their own potentialities will be in- 

because can't hold women 
he way men do without tying 


you 

your- 

at the same time. 

pe my book will be a turning point 

history of the sexes. I hope there 
“pre-Montagu Age’, a ‘Montagu 

ind, of course, a ‘post-Montague 


F TO ADD a postscript to Dr. Mon- 
revolutionary observations, a 
dispatch from London reports that 
there have found a way to measure 
Their conclusion: there is no worse 
ian the suffering of childbirth— 

women have been saying all 


itmatches the pain of severe burns 
nsity but is far more endurable be- 
t has a purpose,” the news item said. 
arch team at the Middlesex Hos- 
ne of the biggest in London, is using 
instrument called a dolorimeter to 

pain intensity. The doctors have 
ed a unit of pain called the dol. 
thache, earache and backache are 

the pain list at between one and 
ls. By comparison, the pain of a 
ittack and from 
omplaints register 7-9 dols. 

1en in childbirth top the list at 10 
hile men go through life seldom ex- 


severe headaches 


ing pain above five or six dols.... 
clinched it as far as I was con- 
But even with all this evidence to 
1e up. I couldn’t for the life of me 
hut a way to save Angie from John- 
it turned out, they took matters in 
wn hands and I ended up with a lot 
theories that no longer made 
Johnny had beaten me again. 


The note from Angie I found that morn- 
ing read: “Go to the country for the week- 
end with Johnny. Don’t worry.” 

I not only worried. I broke down and 
cried. I was so upset I phoned my husband 
and told him everything. There was nothing 
much he could do except try to comfort me 
and that didn’t help. I passed a miserable 
day and a sleepless night. 

But the next morning I got a phone call 
from Angie. 

“Angie! Where are you?” [ shouted into 
the phone. “You come here immediately, 
you hear?” 

Her laugh tinkled into the phone. “Why, 
Sis, darling. is that the way to talk to a 
bride?” 

I gulped a few times. “What 

“Johnny and I were married at the coun- 
ty seat last night, silly.” she told me. “You 
don’t think I'd have come up alone with 
him otherwise. do you?” 

I shook my head uncertainly. 
realizing she couldn’t see me, I said quick- 
ly, “Of course not! I know you've got bet- 
But—tell me, how did 


where—?” 


then. 


ter sense than that. 
you get him to do it?” 

Again she laughed. 
details when we get back.” she said. “but 
it was very simple—I just kept saying ‘no’ 
to him!” 

Well, like Shakespeare said, all’s well 
that ends well. As Dr. Virginia Miles, for- 
mer psychology professor at City College 
of New York, wrote in a recent article. 
“Are Women The Weaker Sex?”: “Maybe 
we'll have to leave the really heavy work 
to men. but you can bet that there will al- 


“T'll give you the 


ways be a woman around supervising it!” 
And she concludes: “Some kinds of 
strength have nothing to do with muscle.” 


Amen! 
THE END 
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Mrs. J ackson: 
18 years old and trying desperately 


Dearly Beloved 


Continued from Page 5) 


for Mother to be marrying when 
just starting to have dates with 
[ know it is wrong for us to feel this 


but we just can’t help it. If you can 


something for us to do we cer- 
would be glad to follow your advice. 
ter is 15 and I am 17. 


J.J.B. and A.L.B. 


).J.B. and A.L.B.: 
attitude is typical of many selfish 
‘n who are unwilling to give up a 
Contrary 
plea I can not give you a course to 
that would break up your mother’s 
ce. You see, I think that it is a good 
After all she has ten years 
it possible for her children to be 
and now why should they frown on 
when she, too, is seeking happi- 


their parent’s affection. 


spent 


ke up my mind between marriage or 


If I go to school, my folks will 


help me but they have declared that if I 
get married, I will be on my own. 

I feel that some girls are ready for 
marriage at 18 or others 
may not reach that stage of maturity until 
they are much older. It so happens that 
I feel that I am old enough to accept the 
responsibilities of marriage. Please let me 
knew how you feel about this. 

Joanie Lynn. 


younger while 


Dear Joanie: 

Your parents have laid down an ultima- 
tum and it is up to you to make a choice. 
I think it would be wise for you to post- 
pone marriage at least until a year is up. 
Go to the school of your choice and actu- 
ally see and observe how it feels to be a 
school girl with no worries in the world. 
Marriage is a different thing altogether 
and something that shouldn’t be entered 
into on the spur of the moment. 

Be fair to yourself and your parents 
and try college with books and dates for a 
year. If, after that one year. you think you 
would still prefer marriage to school. then 
tell your folks and there will be little 
chance of “hard feelings” developing be- 


tween you. 


How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 9) 


and that led to us going out together. | 
guess I felt a bit funny going to the show 
with a man that couldn’t see. but our first 
date left me amazed. Though he 
couldn't see the screen. he could describe — 
in vivid detail everything happening on it. 
(nd in going around with him to night 
clubs or to parties I found that he had an 
uncanny ability to tell what a girl looked 
like or how tall or short a man was at the 
first meeting. And his opinions of people 
in general were near-perfect. 

In a short time I found him to be the 
most fascinating and interesting fellow 
that I had ever kept company with. He 
was in no way helpless as on all our dates 
he would call for me at my apartment, 
help me in and out of cabs or order the 
meal when we went out for dinner. On 
August 1. 1948. Alice invited us to dinner 
and I noticed that Al was rather fidgety. 

When I asked him why. he nervously 
replied in front of our hostess: “I’m won- 
dering whether I have enough courage to 
ask you to marry me and dreading a nega- 
tive reply.” 

Well. my fork almost fell out of my 
I had often inwardly thought of 
how life would be as Mrs. Hibbler, but 
I never expected a proposal would come 
like that. 

While [ sat pondering. he reached into 
his pocket and pulled out a white box that 
contained the engagement ring. Shoving 
it across the table at me. he said nothing. 
I guess it took such a dramatic moment 
in my life to awaken me to the fact that I 
loved the guy. On Jan. 23, the following 
year we wed in a quiet ceremony in my 
hometown, Bridgeport. 

Charles Cook, of the dance team of 
Cook and Brown, was the best man and 
Joan McAden, my sister. was the maid of 
honor. The Rev. R. B. Hurt. pastor of 
Walters Memorial AME Church, officiated. 
My parents, Mr. and Mrs. Henry McAden, 
were there and my father gave me in mar- 


show 


hand. 


riage. 

What was intended to be a small wed- 
ding actually turned into a big celebration 7 
when neighbors and childhood friends 
poured into our small living room after the 
ceremony. The next day we flew to Los 
\ngeles where Duke’s band was appear- 
ing at a night club. We stayed there three 
weeks taking snatches of a honeymoon be- 
tween and after the band’s appearances. 
[ then returned to New York alone and 
A] stayed on with the band. 

Some day we plan to build a home of 
our own in Bridgeport. Al wants a family 
as he’s crazy about kids. He loves to play 
with the kids in the neighborhood and fre 
quently takes several of them to the base 
ball games with him. 

As I look back on our marriage. I often 
say that my luckiest day was the day that 
Alice brought Al to dinner at my house. 





base- 


often 
that 
Louse. 





